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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Goodman. 


H AT think ye meant wiſe Providence, when firſ# 
Poets were made? Þ'd tell you, if I durſt; 

Mat 'tavas in contradiction to Heav'ns Word, \ 
(bat when its Spirit o er the Waters ſtir d, 

When it ſawv All, and ſaid that All was good, 


The Creature Poet was not under ſtood 


fir, avere it auorth the Pains of fix long Days, 0 


mauld Retailers of dull third-day Plays, 

Dat farwe out threeſcore Years in hopes of Bays ? 

Tir plain they ne er were of the firſt Creation, 

But came of mere equiv'cal Generation: 

ile Rats in Ships, without Coition bred, 

th bated 00 as they are, and unfed. | 
Nature their Species ſure muſt needs diſonun, *" > 
arce knowing Poets, 4% by Poets known. 

Vit this poor Ning, fo ſeorn'd, and ſet at nought, 

Ie all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

Viſabled waſting Whore-Maſters are not i 
ruder to on the Brots they never got, 

lar fambling, itching Rhymers of the Town, 

| adopt ſome baſe-born Song that's not their own. 

jite of his State, my Lord ſometimes deſcends, 

b pleaſe the Importunity of Friend. 

te dulleft He thought moſt for Buſineſs fit, | A 
Fill venture his bought Place, to aim at Vit: 

ud tho" he finks with his Employs of State, 

ul common Senſe forſake him, he'll tranſlate. 

te Poet and the Whore alike complains 

trading Quality, that ſpoils their Gains; 

te Lords will write, and Ladies will have Sqawains. 
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T verefore, all you who have Male-1ſſue born, 
: Unger the ſtarving Sign of Capricorn; 
Prevent the Malice of their Stars in time, 
And warn them tarly from the Sin of Rhyme: 
Tell'em how Spenſer ftarv'd, how Cowley mouri'd, 
Ho : Butler's Faith and Service wwas return'd; 
And if fuch Waring they refuſe to take, 

This laſt Experiment, O Parents! make: 
Wit, Hands behind them ſee thOffender ty'd, 
The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his Side; 
The: ad him to fame Stall that does expoſe 
The Authors he loves moſ?, there rub his Noſe 3 
Till like a Spaniel Iaſi d, to know Command, 
He by the due Correction underſtand, 

To heep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land: 
Till he arainſt bis Nature learn to firive, 


Aud get tle Knack of Dullneſs how to thrive. 
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EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Cook. 


UR Hero's happy in the Play's Concluſion: 
O The holy Rozue at laſt has met Confuſcon. 
% Alius all alom appear'd a Saint, 
The loft Ad ſte v d him a true Proteſtant. 
Euſebius ( for you know I read Greek Authors) 
Reports, that after all theſe Plots and Slaughters, 
he Court 4 Conſtantine was full of Glory, 
And every Trimmer turn'd addreſſing T ory 
They follow'd him in Herds as they were mad: 
When Clauſe ava, King, then all the World <vas glu 
Whigs kept the Places they poſſeſt before, 
And moſt were in a way of getting more 3 
Which vas as much as ſaying, Gentlemen, 


Here's Poxver and Money to be Rogues again. * 
| 14 
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Indeed there avere a fort of ſpeaking Tools, 

dene call them modeſt, but I call em Fools, 

Men nuch more loyal, tho nat half fo loud; 

But theſe poor Devils were caſt behind the Croud. 

Fir bold Knarves thrive without one Grain of Senſe, 
But good Men flarve for want of Impudence. 

Rifides all theſe, there are a fort of Wights, 

| think my Author calls them Teckelites ;) 

uch hearty Rogues againſt the King and Laws, 

They favour'd evn a foreign Rebel's Cauſe. 

hen their ozon damm d Deſign aas quaſh'd and awd, 
t leaft they gave it their good Ward, abroad. 

; many @ Man, who, for a quiet Life, 

Preeds out his Baſtard, not to noiſe his Wife. 

[us Cer their darling Plot theſe Trimmers cry; c 


{nd tho they cannot keep it in their Eye, 

hey bind it Prentice to Count Teckely. 

bey believe not the af Plot, may I be curſt, 
believe they e er believ'd the firſt. 

7 wonder their own Plot, no Plot they think ; 

[he Man that makes it, never ſmells the Stink, 

ſnd now it comes into thy Head, TII tell 

Vhy theſe damn d Trimmers lov d the Turks fo well : 
[original Trimmer, tho' a Friend to no Man, 

tt in his Heart ador'd a pretty Woman : 

eknew that Mahomet /aid up for ever 

Lind black-ey'd Rogues, for every true Believer: 

Ind, aubich was more than mortal Man &er tafted, 
Pue Pleaſure that for threeſcore Twelve-months laſted: 
turn for this, may ſurely be forgiven ; 

hd not be circumcis'd for ſuch a Heaw'n ? 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Onſtantine, Mr. Smith, 
Dalmatius, Mr. Grifin, 
Criſpus, Mr. Better, 
Annibal, Mr. Goodman, ( 
Lycinius, Mr. Wiltfire 
 Ariug, . Mr. Gilles, 
Labienus, | Mr. Perig. 
Eubulus, Mr. Saund:, 
Silveſter, Mr. Borwman, " 
lt 
| WOMEN. B 
Fauſta, Mrs. Parry. . 
Serena, Mrs. Coal. 


Angels, Prieſts, Guards, and Attendants. 


Cons TANTINE Zhe Great. 


— 


„ e 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


nſtantine Neeping in a Pavilion, Silveſter 
anding at diſtance, two Angels deſcend with 
Banners in their Hands. | 
This Motto, In hoc figno wince, writ in Gold. 
1 Angel ſings. 


Wake: O Conſtantine! awake; 
Or in thy Sleep the Proſpect tate: 
Here in this hallow'd freaming Gold, 
The Preſpect of thy Life behold : 
This Emblem of a bleeding Love, 
Shall both thy Croſs and Triumph prove. 
For, alas! tis decreed by tb Heav'nly Doom, 
To purge thy paſt Crimes, there's a Torment to come. 
Jet, after the Storm, believe in me, 
'o more difturb'd thy Thoughts ſtall be, 
But all ſerene as a Ereathlef Sea. 
Ir. And flill thy Handmaid Victory, 
here & er thou go'ſt, ſhall wait-on thee 3 
Aud all ball end in Harmony. 
Is; * Ang. 
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1 Ang. ff Axwake and ponder the Celeſtial Seng; 
Tow'd Converſion is delay d too long. 
Avas; remember the C eleſtial Doom, 
That threatned Torments, and a Croſs to come. 
Yet after all the Menaces of Tate, 
Be waſh'd: and Calms hall on thoſe Tempejy 
For true Repentance never comes too late. (wait: 
[ Angels aſcend, 


Conſtantine awakes. 


TA] I adjure you, by the Hol 
\4 Name 


AV Gi 
2 WY That bows your airy Heads, 
9 charge you ſtay. 
They're gone; thoſe beautecn 


Legates of the Skies; 
And left me puzling here to die in doubt: 
Unleſs Silurſter guide me with a Clew, 
Thro' the dark Mazes of this folding Dream. 
Silv. To purge your paſt Crimes there's a Tormen 
Ay, there the Torment too repeated thrice ! (to com 
Conft. But ſay, what Torment: 
Silu. A dangerous Torment, govern'd by ill Star; 
Which, were 1 Emperor, ſhould be ſoon prevented, 
Conſt. By Heav'n it ſhall by me. 
Silu. Yau muſt not ſwear, 
Left you ſhould be forſworn. 
Conſt. If Heav'n require 
My Life as an Atonement for my Sins, 
Lead to the Altar, Saint, and 1 will bleed. 
Silu. I dare believe you would: but this is more 
Conſt. More than my Life? Why, then 'tis Reput 
But I have learnt in Chriſtian Schools to lay (ti 
My Honour down, and own my ſelf a Worm; 

To waſh the Pilgrims Feet, to bid the Saints 
Tread on this Earth, this Traſh, this Heap of Sin. 
Silv. But there's a Boſom Foe to conquer yet, 

And there's my Fear. 
Conſt. Your fear, my Saint, after what J have fai! 
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Sly. My Fear, my Emperor, tho' you had ſworn. 

Conf. Had I a Race of Sons like Criſpus dear, 
Hope of my Vows, my Soldier and my Love, 

Farly renown'd and pious from the Womb; 

Yet were my Bowels Foes to that Religion, 
Whoſe Infant Growth I water'd with my Blood, 
I fwear by Heav'n, they ſhould be mine no more. 

Silv. Your Son's the Angels Care, and when he dies, 
The foremoſt of the Quire ſhall meet him with a Crown. 
But have you not a Wife? 

Cent. You know I had 
A dear one, and by much my better Part. 

Silv. But have you not another? 

Conft. When ſhe dy'd, 

Beauty fled with her. j 

Silv. This Beauty lives: 

Can you deny a Truth? 
Conſt. Silveſter, why, 
Why doſt thou preſs me thus, to my Confuſion ? 
Silv. Becauſe this Beauty, Sir, may bring Confuſion. 

Conft. _ as an Angel's Knowledge be your own, 
And at one View receive whole Nature in; 

Yet if you tax my Choice with leaſt Diſhonour, 

muſt declare you wrong her. 

Siu. Then you are at leaſt conſtracted to Maximinus” 
A Heathen born ? (Daughter, 

Conſt. But bred a Cherubin ; : 
phe has all the Beauties of her Sex below, 
nd equal Virtues with the Bleſt above. 

Silky. Dares Conſtantine, the Chriſtian. ſo renown'd,, 
day this to me? 

Conſt. Dares any Saint deny't? 

Lv. That Fauſta is not guilty ! 

Conſt. Ha! of what? 
= Of all the Ills that ſhall attend your Life, 

Conſt, Hold, hold-—left I fall out with Heav'n. 

Silv. Of all the Blots, that ſhall in After-Times 
tain your white Character, and blaſt your Fame; 
bile weeping Readers ſliall lament your _ 
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Therefore away with her. 
Conſt. Firſt, let me die. 
Penurious Heav'n, and oh! thou niggard Saint, 
Did I not offer you my darling Son, 
With all my Race, as Victims to your Shrines, 
If they were guilty in a Point of Faith, T 
To waſh their Hereſies with Royal Blood? 
And do you grudge me one, but one poor Pleaſure, 
For all the Pains of my unwearied Wars? 
Then take my Life, take Empire, Glory, all, 
Take all I offer'd this — Prieſt, 
Who in requital will allow me nothing. 
Sikv. Forgive me, Heav'n! my too officious Can, 
For interpoſing in thy dark Decrees : 
In Chnſtian Patience he is yet but young. 
Chaſtiſe him now, and make the Tryal ſtrong. 
Cart. What have I ſaid, that I am paſt Forgiveneß 
Your Silence argues me undone for ever: 
Yet think me not ſo loſt in deſperate Love, 
But while offending I can kneel for Pardon, 
Silv. What I have offer d to your Choice, 
Was net commiſhon'd me to ſay from Heav'n; 
Therefore the Pardon muſt be mutual. 
All I have urg'd was but a thoughtful boding ; 
No more of that, be happy in your Love. 
Conſt. Oh ! you have have charm'd me into Life agau 
And fear not but ſhe ſhall become a Chriſtian ; 
I muſt confeſs, that yet ſhe is a Heathen, 
As ſuch I lov'd her in her Father's Court, 
Where firſt we plighted Vows in 4rius' Hands: 


But the dark Contract was ſo cloſe contriv'd, pt 
I wonder how you reach'd the Truth fo ſoon ; 0 
But Heav'n reveal'd it, or you could not know it; ou 
Since I may ſwear, ſhe is not yet enjoy d. he 
Silw. By you! E 
Conſt. By me! Your Anſwer's ſhort and home; 00 
Who ſhould poſſeſs her elſe? Ind 
Silu. Young and a Heathen ? 4. 
Left in the ſenſual Maximinian's Court? nd 


Wo TT 
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Ct. No, Sir; ſhe's guarded and ſecure at Rame. 
riſþizs, not yet acquainted with our Contract, 
: ſent in ſhow, for I had other purpoſe, 
Fro make his Judgment of my iy may Perſon, 

Vhether to be preſerv'd, or like her Father, 

o hinder Inſurrections, be deſtroy'd. 
But hark! What March is this? Perhaps 'tis he! 
nd theſe his Trumpets, with the Legions rais'd. 

| [ Trumpets without, 


Enter Arius and Eubulus. 


Path. Long live the Emperor. 

Conſt. Is Criſpus come, 

Viththoſe auxiliar Legions we requir'd ; 

Ind Money ſent to pay the laſt Arrears ? 

Ari. Nothing obey'd : When firſt your Orders eame, 
Vhich by your Brother were in the Forum read, 

| never ſaw ſo ſudden a Revolt. 

it once they cry'd, our Liberty's betray'd, 

Dur Courts of Juſtice robb'd ; old Rights infring'd ; 

Dur Gods muſt down, our Shrines and Temples burn: 
nd all for a fantaſtick old Wives Tale; 

\ Croſs they cry'd, one of Silveſter's Lyes, 

Vhich never yet was ſeen by waking Eyes; 

ut either feign'd, or dreamt of in the Skies. 

Conſt. Is this their Anſwer to my ſtrict Commands 
Ari. Criſpus by this retnrn'd to join your Brother; 
ben ſtrait ſome Devil whiſper'd in their Ears, 

'our Son already had begun the Change, 

he Statue of 4fo/lo was pull'd down, 

'0 make his Father's Place: whereon they cry'd, 

our Image ſhould be burnt, and with a Breath 

he Cockle, and the Corn, bow'd all that way. 

Evb. But were revers'd by a more powerful Gal: ; 
our Brother and your Son appear'd like Gods, 

Ind ſtopt the Madmen in their full Career. 

Ari. At cloſe of Day, in dark Cabals they met, 

nd in the Morning gave their final Anſwer ; 

«us, who that Night was brought a Captive, 


if 
4 
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To grace the Triumph of your firſt Appearance, 
Was firſt aps 20m to ſhare th' Imperial Power: 
Next, they demand a general Perſecution 
Of all the Chriſtians, and Si/vefter's Head. 
Conſt. Tell 'em their City ſhall be Aſhes firſt, 
Have I for this, with hazard of my Life, 
So oft redeem'd *em from the Ty rants Racks, 
When all their Streets were but one hideous Grave? 
Their Wives and Daughters raviſh'd in their View? 
When Age was drain'd of its laſt ebbing Drop, 
When Babes were {natch'd their earlieſt Breath to give, 
And dy'd &er knowing what it was to live. | 


Trumpets. Enter Dalmatius. 


More Treaſon, Arius——or do the Slaves repent? 
My Brother here. Still to my Arms, and Heart, 
Thou Nerve of all my Wars: How fares my Friend, 
And my Beloved ? 

Dalm. Criſpus, our Care, is well. 
And the late Tempeſt, which muſt reach your Ear, 
By ſkilful Pilots rock'd into a Calm. . 
Believe me, Sir, your Preſence gains the Cauſe, 
Therefore upon the Inſtant march to Rome; 
Vanquiſh'd Lycinizs waits to grace your Triumph. 
Bleſs me! Ist poſlible ? Arius with you, Sir? 
Arias the Traytor? 

Conſt. Have you found him ſo? 

Dam. The ſubtleſt Snake, the ſofteſt eivil Villain 
That ever warm'd himſelf in Prince's Boſom; 
Diſeaſes, Blaſts, Plagues, Death and Hell are in him: 
Whate'er his outſide ſeems, this ſhameleſs Traitor 
Was the foul Spring of all thoſe poiſon'd Waters, 
That late had like to overflow the Empire 

Vet while his Emiſſaries fired the People, 

This Judas on my ſide appear'd an Angel: 

For after the firſt Mutiny was quell'd, 

Tho” he had ſworn to juſtify your Cauſe, 

He warn'd the Slaves, I have his Hand to ſhow, 
Next Day to make thoſe impudent Demands, 


tm. 
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4ri. Plots on my Innocence! As I am a Chriſtian, 
t eer I ſet my Hand to ſuch a Treaſon, 
May theſe rot off, which thus I hold to Heav'n: 
As I am of the 32 Order 
Dalm. A Devil ordain'd 
ir, if I do not prove him 
Conſt. I believe you; 
T know him Heretick, a ſeditious Traitor, 
But yet have Reaſons to defer his Ruin, 
Therefore no more at preſent. Arius hence; 
nd let me hear no further of theſe Miſchiefs. 
have pardon'd you; be gone, you Eubulus, and tell the 
come embattl'd now for my Revenge; (Rebels, 
ly Standard and my Banners bear the Croſs. 
ell em, Lycinius, whom once before 
took to Grace, and marry'd to my Siſter, 
heir new petition'd Cæſar, ſoon ſhall bleed. 
Silv. Forgive your Enemies. 
Conſt. But not my Friends; 
jcinius was my Friend, and has betray'd me; 
"herefore I'll execute him in their view. 
Away, and warn him, for the Doom is given. 
[Exit Krivs, Eubulus. 
Tis not by halves that we will worſhip Heav'n : 
No, my Dalmatius, I have made a Vow, 
he Romans, or their Emperor ſhall bow. 
hey're Subjects, and 'tis fit: Nay, bow they ſhall, 
Or Cæſur in th* Attempt their Victim fall; 
bow to the Man, whom Heav'n ordain'd for Sway, 
nc in his great Vicegerent learn their Maker to obey. 


[Excunt. 


dCENE II. Rome, Conſtantine's Palace, 


Enter Lycinius, Labienus. 


Labi. The Miſchief's ripe, and ready for our wiſh : 
onfuſion to the Houſe of Conſtantine, 


ind Fortun? points their Fate. For mark the Method: 
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The Father ſends the Son to ſee the Priſoner ; 
The Son not knowing of his Father's Contract, 
Appears a God to Fauſla's charming Eyes, 
And marry'd her. 
Lycin. How came you by the Secret? (the Son, 
- Labi. Ariustold me; he who betroth'd the Father wed; 
And ſtands for ever bound to ſerve Lycinius. 
Lycin. He's voted Heretick among the Chriſtians, 
Labi. No matter what they vote him, Sir; He's yours; 
And Foe to all Religion, but his Friends. 
Lycin. By Mars, he falls the righter to my Purpoſe, 
I was my ſelf bred up in Blood and Wars, 
Untaught, and ſcoft at by theſe civil Cowards, 
Wheretore I hate Religion, Arts and Learning ; 
And if I ever mount the Cæſar's Throne, 
Pil raiſe another general Perſecution, 
Like Nero; bait theſe Chriſtian Dogs to death; 
And build the Temples of the Old Gods again. 
Labi. And be a God your ſelf: In the mean time, 
Let your Wife's Tears prevail upon your Temper, 
Supple your haughty Spirit, bow your Body, 
Low as the Earth, before the Emperor's feet. 
Lycin. J had rather die: If he thinks fit to ſave me, 
*Tis well; if not, why let him take my Head. 
Labi. Vet for the ſake of thoſe whom you muſt govern, 
Rebate this martial Fire, and hear your Wife: 
Hear what Return our long' d- for Arius brings. 


Enter Criſpus with Annibal. 
But ſoft! the Bridegroom Criſpus and his Friend: 


Conſtantia with Impatience waits your coming; 

Conſtantia, who has Power to fave your Head, 

Tho' Cz/ar with an Oath had doonv'd you dead. 

| [Ex. Lycinius, Labienus. 
Criſþp. How, Annibal! What! et of Temper now: 

When Crowns are offer'd, and the Cz/ar's Purple? 
What, tho' not born in the immediate Way ? 

Yet thou art collaterally Great as I: | 

And if I ever heir this ſpacious Empire, 
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Heav'n, thou ſhalt not ſhare, but guide, engroſs 

y Heart's beſt Love, and all the World beſide. 

nib. Your Heart? Ay, there you eccho'd my Deſires, 
nrich me there, and trowl your empty Globe 

othoſe crown'd Slaves, that know no other Greatneſs; 
at tell me, O my Criſþus ! all Mens Joy, 

ell me, and truly from thy generous Soul, 

at thou a Friend whom more thou lov'ſt than me? 
Criſp. Not more belov'd, more fonded than myſelf, 
t more | 

Aunib. Nay, add not to that broken Truth, | 
here's more in that; no more, than thou had'ſt ſworn, 
Criſp. Wilt thou not hear me out? 

Anmib. There needs no more; 

hou art no Friend, that lov'ſt another more: 

ay, half ſo much; but now I find that all 

he former Flatteries of thy glozing Friendſhip 

ere Courtiers Promiſes and Women's Vows. 

t let me know his Name. 

Criſp. Thy Father, Annibal, my godlike Friend, 
almatius, who before thou could'ſt write Man, 

ugp'd Criſpus to his Heart: Like Lambs in Peace 
gether we lay down, together roſe ; 

War like Lions, coupled on a fide, 

er yet thy Infant Arms a Sword could wield, 

id drove like Herds the Nations from the Field. 

Anib. Why then we're Friends again, more faſt than 
t ſince we have Þ:ppen'd into this Diſorder, (ever. 
dmake a Trial of renew'd Affection, 

| put thee to the Teſt. 

rip. Name the Danger, 

0 kin to Death, my Arm, young Man, ſhall right thee. 
mib. Tis Death indeed; moſt certain Death to me, 
leſs thy ſoftning Charms have Pow'r to ſave me. 

1þ. Speak this cloſe Grief, that wrings thee with the 
am not eloquent in ſuch a Cauſe, (Anguiſh: 
out my Tongue. 

mib. My Lite is in the Hands 

one that hates me; or, what wounds memore, 


l; 
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Of one, my Cri/pus, that can never love me. (that? 

Criſp. Not love thee? O ye Powers! What Heart i 

Annib. Haſt thou not ſeen the beauteous Priſoners? 

Criſp. Ha! 

Whar, * mean'ſt thou? 

Annib. Fauſta and Serena. (thee? 

Criſþ. Say which of 'em; which Beauty has inflamd 

Annib. Which ſhou'd, but the moſt ſoft and artleh 
The languiſhing (Melter; 

Criſp. The killing Beauteous . Come 

Annib. Ha! Criſpus, thou art concern'd ! 

Criſp. J am to help thee 
Her Name. 

Annib. Why, take it then, the fair Serena. 

Criſþ. O ſne's the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, killing Pair. 
By Heav'n I am glad — I'm raviſh'd that 'tis ſhe! 
By this Embrace I promiſe thee Succeſs, 

I know her Temper well——No more, but leave me, 
I was upon the Inſtant when J met thee, 
Going to their Apartments; Nay, look up 
And truſt thy Friend. 

Annib. Plead then for my Life, 

I beg thee asa God to plead my Cauſe ; 
Thou canſt not know o'th* ſudden how tis with me: 
How great, how mortal, and how deep the Wound, 
May all the Saints, and Powers that pity Love, 
Inſpire thy Breaſt, as if *twere poſſible 

That Annibal's Soul could aftuate thy Body. 

So ſigh, weep, languiſh, and for Mercy ſue, | 
As were I Criſpus, I myſelf wou'd do. [Ex. Anni 

Criſp. The Youth is havghty, martial, hot and bra 
Right for the Field, unhappy Parts for Love: 
Therefore perhaps the Virgin likes him not. 

But thou haſt luckier Stars; no ſooner ſeen (Tranſpon 
But lik'd-—lov'd, marry'd—ha! but where's d 
Without thy Father's Knowledge thou wert marry'd: 
Tis the firit Fault of my unhappy Youth, 

Yet 'tis a Fault—but tis the Fault of Love. 

Had he not lov'd, Criſpus had not been here: 


Auwa 
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Away, you Damps, and darkning Images, 
ze gone I ſay behold ſhe comes to meet me; 


Enter Fauſta. 


Lag as I am, in this great Race of Love—— 
0 Fauſta, Fauſta ! 
Fauſt. O my Conflantine. 
Criſb. Ha! | 
Fauſt. A Miſtake ; my Fear out-went my Love. 
Criſp. My Conftantine ! thy Fear—by Heav'n 'twas 
What Cauſe haſt thou to fear ? (ominous : 
Fauſt. Bondage and Death: 
Are not thoſe Reaſons for a Virgin's Fear ? 
Criſp. Yes, for another, Fauſta, not for thine. 
For oh! when he has ſeen and heard, like me, 
Th' abſtrated Charms of all this beauteous World, 
xpe& not Death, but Offers of a Throne. 
Fayſt. *Tis poſſible ? yet by thyſelf I ſwear, 
Py dear-lov'd thee, my Criſpus in a Cottage 
hall be preferr'd to all the Thrones on Earth. . 
Criſp. And thou, forgive me Heav'n! I had almoſt ſaid 
o Heav'n itſelf: No, Fauſta, that's the Jar, 
Religion makes this Diſcord in my Soul, 
ind it now. Hence come my Starts and Fears, 
ren in the height of my expected Joys; 
put Time, the Saints and Miracles muſt win thee. 
Fauſt. No Time, no Miracle, no Saint but thou : 
Why, thou artall the Wonders of the Earth, 
ly Saint, my Heart's Religion, and my Heav'n; 
ich thee I am embark'd to live or periſh, 
ot only here but in the World hereafter. 
Criſp. O Extaſy'! Oh Pattern for thy Sex! 
let ſhalt thou maſter me by this Subjection. 
Ive me thy Hand, thy Lip——the Sweets are richer, 
Ihe Taſte ennobled. Oh! my raviſl'd Love 
ows with the pointed Charms. The Heav'ns are open'd, 
ind I behold thee crown'd a Saint already. 
but | will hold thee faſt, left that the Angels ſnatch thee 
er we have mingled Souls = 
Fauſe. 


a 


am 


20 Conſtantine the Great. 


Fauſt. Oh, not to-night! | 

Criſp. Ha! not to-night? Not on this lov'd Confeſſion 
Not when thou haſt ſet my Spirits all on fire? 

Not now enjoy thee ? Thou mak'ſt my Fears return, 
Far more extravagant than they were before, 

Leſt, e'er we join, an Apoplex ſhouw'd ſeize me, 
The Palace fall, and thouſand other Chances, 
That awe th' Imagination of my Love. 

Oh come — 

Fauſt. 1 will, and with theſe longing Arms 
Hold thee till Morn ; and from that Morn till Evening, 
From Evening to Mid-day ; from Day to Night; 
From Night to Death —l'll claſp thee thus for ever, 

Criſp. Let's haſte then, while the beckning Minute 

Fauſt. But I muſt ſwear thee firſt. (miles. 

Criſp. Take Oath on Oath; 

I ſwear to obey thee without aſking why. 

Fauſt. Swear thou wilt never leave thy wedded Fauſta 
What ever dreadful Chance, or ſtrange Misfortune, 
Shou'd ſtart to undo me, almoſt to a Crime. 

. Criſp. No Crime, but want of Love; nor that, by 

Heav'n, 

Shall make me hate thee, tho' it bring me Death. 
Oh thou ſoft Dear ! if ever I forſake thee, 
At my laſt Hour may I deſpair of Mercy; 
And may thoſe Saints, that knew the Wrong [ did thee, 
When at Heav'ns Gate I beg for Entrance, anſwer, 
Remember what thou didſt to Fauſta ſwear ; 
Be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere, 
For perjur'd Lovers have no Manſion here. [ Exeunt 
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ACT IL SCI 


SCENE, ROME. 
Enter Arius, Labienus, and Eubulus, 


h. F have done our Work by halves; fol- 
ö low'd by the Scent, 
\ 1 Trac'd to our Holes! Oh I eould play 
PISA the Madman ! (der, 
Men of our Make fo poorly hide a Mur- 
That Dogs can rake it up. Spies, Spies, by Hell! 
The Courſe of former Councils was too flow, 
I am proclaim'd a Traytor, Heretick, 
And Ponyards muſt proclaim my Accuſer nothing. 
Labi. Were it not better to comply ? 
Ari. Impoſſible! 
The Genius of the proud Imperial Brothers 
And mine, by Nature mortally oppor, 
Hate ſtrongly at firſt ſight ; which Hate improv'd, 
By the late Flaw I found in their Religion. 
They hear too how I tainted Infant Julian: 
Yet being made the Emperor's Confidant 
In the late Contract, all might have been retriev'd, 
And I at Helm, had not his hated Brother 
Thus interpos'd to my eternal Ruin 
Poiſon and Ponyard—— 
Eb. Is it come to that? 
Ari. It is; without diſpatch, we are all undone. 
Oh for a Slave to mould ſome Malecontent ; 
His Blood aduſt, and blacken'd with the Blows 
Of adverſe Fortune ; yet of Soul elate, 
And to be fluſh'd for Fame, or Hire, 
To any kind of daring ! 
Lab. Why? 


Ari. 
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Ari. I would work the Melancholy brave 

To ſtab Dalmatius. 
| Eub. Why not Conſtantine ? 

Ari. Becauſe ten Conſtantines live at leaſt in him; 
The one's not half ſo open to Deſtruction, 

As t'other cloſe, and on the guard to {ave him; 
He has unravell'd our cloſe Web of Thought, 
And from the bottom of our dark Deſign 
Drawn Treaſon forth, perhaps to hang us all. 

Labi. * I is juſtly thought; this Lett muſt be remoy': 
And who ſo fit to hew it into pieces 
As that ambitious, brawny Fool, Lycinius ? 

Ari. Thou haſt hit the Man my buſy Brain had loſt, 
The Emperor dooms him dead : By whoſe Advice ? 
Tell me, I hear the dull Lycinius cry, 

That e'er I fall the Victim of the War, 
I may at once deſtroy his Life and Name. 


Enter Lycinius. Guards. 


But ſee, he comes. I bring you News. 

Lycin. Ha! of my Death! I read it in thy Face, 

Ari. TW Emperor, as at firſt 1 told your Story, 
Tnclin'd to Mercy: But fierce Dalmatius 
Repeal'd the Hint of your half-granted Pardon, 
And forc'd him to your Death. 

Lycin. By Mars I'll fight him. 

Ari. Tis not in your power, 

You're Pris'ners of War. 

Lycin. Vet I may curſe: 

My Tongue is not their Priſorer; therefore [I'll curſe, 
Bitterly curſe Dalmatius; curſe em all. 

Ari. Curſe for the Loſs of Empire, and of Life! 
Bitterly curie !- why, Whores will there out-do you, 
J bluſh to think the great Lycinius 
Should e'er be brought in ſuch Compariſon! 
Would it not ſeem more worthy your paſt Honour 
To ſtrike than - Strike, it I may advuic, 

And e'er you ſuffer 


Lycin, 


itt 
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Lycin. Kill Dalmatius, 

mſtantine, Criſpus, Annibal, nay all 

Quite root up all th' Imperial Stock at once. 

4ri. This Dagger then be yours; the Legacy 

If an old Propheteſs; who dying, told me, 

He that had Courage to employ it well, 

And where it ought, ſhould make himſelf the greateſt— 
| [Trumpets at diſtance. 

Hein. Tt ſhall be well employ'd, and where it ought. 
But hark! the Emperor comes! | 
Ari. Rather Dalmatius, 

Perhaps commiſſion'd for your Execution ! 

Hein. Why then Pl! forth and meet him. By the 
I muſt fall, he ſhall not live to laugh: (Fates, 
nd in remembrance of this ſolemn Oath 
kiſs the ominous Gift thou haſt bequeath'd me; 

[ll treaſure it next my Heart; where it ſhall reſt, 
Till heath'd by Vengeance in Da/matius Breaſt. [ Exit. 

Ari. Or live or die, thou art contriv'd for Miichief ! 
ext, I muſt mend the Hereſies I've broach'd, 

Ind reconcile myſelf, by ſome bold Offer, 

Vith Conſtantine ; which, while I undertake, 

te it your Care to ſpread th' old poiſonous Doctrine: 
ow it in all Habits, Perſons, Forms, and Places ; 
row with the Times, and cultivate Sedition. 


Euter Serena. 


ly fair Devoteſs ;—but hence, as I have order'd, 
ind meet me at the Trial of Lycinius. 

[Ex. Labi. and Eubul. 
deren. The Morning's come, and fain I wonld have reſt, 
ho all the Night have wak'd upon my Pillow, 
and made it wet with Tears: My ſolitary Groans, 
hat pierc'd Heav'ns Vaults (tho' Heaven was deaf the 
peat to redreſs) have made my Breaſt ſo ſore (while, 
That I can ſigh no lor ger. 
n1pus and Fauſta! Oh you happy Lovers! 

\0: 10 with you the gladſome Minutes paſt : 
vr er *twas Day, T left my tedious Bed, 


And 
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And liſten'd to your Joys. 

Ari. Her Sorrows lull me, | 
And I grow good, I know not how, o'th' ſudden, 

Seren. Such ſoft Expreſſions flow'd from the charming 
As did but aggravate my Paſſion more ; (Criſp, 
Yet hide it, 6 Serena ! tho thou dieſt, 

Tell it to none, but to the midnight Groves, 
The Flocks and Streams, and thoſe unhappy Stars 
Whoſe mercileſs Fires thus fated thy undoing. 

Ari. What not to Arius? to thy Confeſſor; 
To him who has a Privilege from Heav'n? 
Heren. Oh Arius! would I had the Power to hideit! 

But you have heard it all; 

And will, aa roclaim a Virgin's Frailty. 
But, Sir, I ſhall not long ſurvive my Shame: 
And fince "tis known, confeſs it to the World; 
Confeſs, that Paſſion has dethron'd my Reaſon; 
That unbelov'd, I love the beſt of Men; 

And ſigh unheard, and without Witneſs mourn, 
And dote to Death without the leaſt Return. 

Ari. Tis ſaid, young Annibal is vow'd your Servat 

Seren. O Arius, mark the Malice of our Fates! 
That Prince loves me, as Criſpus is belov'd, 

And failing in his Suit, employ'd his Friend 
To plead his Cauſe. Oh, had it been his own! 
But all my Pray'rs, alas, are now in vain, 
And wanting Cri/þus, I muſt wed my Grave. 
Therefore I beg you, Sir, procure his Picture 
To entertain my melancholy Thoughts, 

Since him himſelf I ne'er muſt ſee again. 

Ari. That, and all Helps which Arius can command 
Seren. I thank you, Sir, by the bleſt Saints I do; 
T thank you for this Favour, from my Heart. 

But hark] they come: Criſbus and Fauſta come 
Oh Heart! why doſt thou leap againſt my Boſom 
Like a cag'd Bird, and beat thyſelf to Death 
For an impoſlible Freedom ? 

Ari. Stay to ſalute 'em. 

Seren. No, Arius, no; I cannot, dare not ſtand en 
But ſee, they come, wreath'd in each other's Arms, 
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nd mingling Kiſſes. Has not then the Night, 
geen long enough, but you muſt love by Day? 

Do, Fauſta, do, be ſtifled with the Joy, 
Follow him from thy Chamber to the Grove, 
To Garden-haunts, and claſp him in the Bowers, 

Thence to your golden Beds again; while I x 
ink to my Grave, and there ſorgotten lie. [ Exit. 
Ari. Criſpus to court Serena for his Friend! 

is Picture! ſhe ſhall have it Miſchief ! Hell! 
Indaf it be thy Will thy Slave obeys. 
„i and Annibal, that late were Friends, 
ball trait be Foes. But buſh, the Lovers come 

his Cloſet hides me to diſcover more. 

Enter Criſpus and Fauſta. ; 

his Cloſet be my School, to learn their Language. 

F:uft. Your Father's Trumpets call you, Let 'em call, 
ou fall not go. Oh, are there any Sounds 
o charm, more powerful than your Fauſta's Cries ? 

Criſp. No, not the Tongues of Angels! O beſt Joy 
my abounding Soul! What ſhall I call thee ? 
Heav'n, thou art all Heav'n, all Paradiſe; 

Ik not then of going from thee: for Ill ſtay till Age 
5s inow'd a hundred Winters on my Head, 
give and take Enjoyments then, as now. 
Feit. And Oh, for thee, thou deareſt of the World, 
 Soul's beſt Life, and my Heart's graſp'd Deſire, 
what Return! the Mother on her Ihroes, 
ter the Rack, when hanging o'er her Babe, 
th bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and earning Smiles, 

es not her Darling more than I love Cri/pus. 
jou ſhalt not leave me, Criſbus. 

riſþ. Yes, to meet again; 
a approv'd by him that gave me Being, 
then 
a. What then? He daoms me to that place, 
ere in his Shroud the poor Maximian lies, 
ere I ſhall lie as I had never been, 
think of Criſpus more 
ie. Canſt thou fear Death, 
ie | have Life? | 

ol, II. K Fauſt. 


0 
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Fauſt. Oh do not truſt thy Father! 
Truſt not the Paſſions of a Conqueror; 

For in his fatal Look, when lait he left me, 
Something I ſaw, that bid me fly his Preſence ; 
Fly to the Verge of Earth, and leap the Bounds, 
Rather than ever meet his Eyes again. 

Criſp. Thy Father's Fate makes thee miſtruſt thy oy, 

4 4] No, Criſpus, not Miſtruſt, but certain Danger 
Which, like a mouldring Promontory, hangs 
Burſting above our Heads; and threatens Death, 
Unleſs we houſe betimes, and ſcape the Fall. 

Criſp. What Danger? Death? What Fall? 

Fauſt. Thy Father. 

Criſp. Ha! 

Fauſt. Thy Father, Criſpu. 

Criſp. Knows not we are marry'd; 

But ſhall, and will, I hope, forgive my Paſſion. 

Fauſt. I dreamt laſt Night thy Father was in love, 
In love with me, my Criſpus, catch'd us claſp'd, 
And with his Dagger ſtabb'd us in the fold. 

Criſp. Is't poſſible? 

Fauft. Moſt true. 

Criſp. And catch'd thee with me? 

Fauſt. Catch'd us in Bed. 

Criſp. There? 

Fauſt. Here. Why doſt thou wonder ? 

*T was but a Dream. 

Crib. Vet there is wonder in't, 

Becauſe, by Heav'n, I dreamt the very ſame. 
Is it not ſtrange ? 

Fauſt. If it ſhould happen true! 

Criſp. That would be ſtrange indeed. 

Fauſt. Therefore let's fear the worſt, and arm agi 
For Oh, why ſhould I hide a Secret from thee? | 
When I beheld him laſt, he languiſhed, 
And wrung my Hand at parting. 

Criſb. But what ſaid he? | 

Fauſt. I will not tell you, Criſpus, till you u 
What you would do with me, my deareſt Joy, 
If it were true indeed, your Father lov'd me. 
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Criſp. What at your parting? ha! 
Fauſt, Why, if 'twere true, 

Vould you forſake me? 
Crip. Be my own Murderer ! | 
I know not what, but ſpeak your parting. Oh! 

Fauſt. Why are you ſo enrag'd? I dare not tell you. 
Criſp. If aught thou hid'ſt, by Heav'n, thou doſt not 

love me. 

Fauſt. By Heav'n! I hope no other Heav'n, but thee. 
hat if he talk'd a little? Age will talk, 
Ind think of it no more. 
Criſp. What was your Talk? 
Il know each Syllable. : 
Fauſt. Why ſo you ſhall; 
ut then be calm: what if he talk'd of Love? 
ind what? Oh be not angry, and I'll tell you; 

hat if, to ſave my Life, 1 promis'd him? 
01. Ha! promis'd, Fauſta? 
fromile the Father, and engage the Son? 
but ſpeak, I ſtand upon a Precipice 
or it "tis true, that e'er ſo little paſt 
Vf Love before 
Fauſt. What then? 
Criſp. And thou haſt promis'd ? 
Fayſt. Suppoſe T have ſworn. 
Criſp. Suppoſe then thy Diſhonour ; 
uppoſe me never to behold thee more; 
uppoſe my Death, both Soul and Body's Ruin. 

Fauſt. Suppoſe no more, but what my Soul hath ſworn, 
0 love his Son, none but the lovely Cr:jpas ; 
therefore clear thy Brow, and take me to thee, 
e ſtill my Love, forgive this little Fault, 
nd Jealouſy ſhall ne'er offend thee more. 
Criſp. O Charmer! Beauty! what! where was the 
hy haſt thou kept me on the Rack ſo long? (need? 
ho' taken down, I feel the Strains upon me, 
nd ſhall, I fear, too long. But hark, they call, [ Trumpets. 
d maſt go. 

Fayſt. But will you then return? 
ei. Quick as thy — or my own Deſires; 
2 


1 ani 


But 
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But make no more ſuch Tryal. Hark again ¶ Tump. anni 
Fauſt. I cannot part with you, tho' for a moment, 
Criſp. I'll but enquire whether my Father's come. 
Fauſt. Swear to come back then, ſwear, before 50 

To give me one Look more. (ſee hin, 
Criſp. What needs an Oath ? ü 

Before I ſpeak with him 
Fauſt. You'll fpeak with me, 

For I have much to ſay of mighty moment; 

Swear therefore to return. 
Criſp. Swear on thy Lips; 

Thus with my Heart, I ſeal my Vows for ever. [Fx 
Fauſt. Heart, and the he iet Vows deep writ in lod 

Blood and Diſhonour : take then, take my Caule, 

Thou that haſt made me fin, O mighty Love! 

And let thy Mother plead it with her Tears: 

He ſees his Father and my Crime at once; 

And then refolves never to ſee me more. 


Enter Arius, 


Ari. What then? 
Fauſt. What then? © Arius, doſt thou know me? 
And aſk what then, when he ne'er ſees me more? 
I'll tellthee then, P11 never ſee the Day: 
Shades, Night and Death, Deſpair and Dungeons he 
When thoſe dear Eyes ſhall never light me more. (n 
Ari. Since you enjoy'd him, let the Tides of Loi 
Be ſwallow'd in the Ocean of Ambition. 
Fauſt. Ambition, Pomp, and Greatneſs of the Wor 
All empty Sounds to Love! But thine's a downni 
Thou hait no Take of theſe ſublimer Joys. (Sen 
Bat haſte! lock outs Why comes he not again? 
He {wore he would ; but he has ſeen his Father, 
Who ſtops him, with my firſt unhappy Contra 
Ari. I ſee him yonder. 
Fauſt. Bleſſings on thy Tongue; 
But Vi run forth to meet him, and no longer 
Conceal the innocent Deceit of Love. | 
Ari. Hold, Madam, flay, Dalmatius comes; rt 
Fauſt. Dalmatius! Let me ſee my ſelf. 
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i. They come. 
Fault, Dalmatius ! Gods, tts he, he tells him all; 
The Emperor told it him. Nay, it muſt out, 
II am loſt, undone: But gentle Arius, wait, 
And watch, and bring me word, how Criſpus bears it. 
Oh that 1 were a Spirit to ſtand unſeen ! 
To mark his Paſſions, how they riſe and fall, 
With every Glance of thoſe dear, dreadful Eyes: 
Bit ſec they come, and yet I cannot ſtir, 
| crow diſtracted with my Hope and Fear, 
Compell'd to go; yet long to tarry here. [Ex. Fauſla. 


Euter Dalmatius and Criſpus to Arius, 

Dali. I have much againſt you, Criſpus, and you 
Therefore with all the Freedom of a. Friend, (know it, 
Tellme what is the Cauſe you have not been 
G free as formerly. 

(. You know I am. 

Dalm. I'll prefs you, Sir, no more; only remember, 


There lands a.Villain, whom I have ſeen you whitper.. 
[Ex. Arius. 


Crip. III tell you all. 
Da/m. You dare not: come, there is a Guilt at bottom. 
You bluſh to own, a Crime of ſuch a nature 
As will admit no Pardon. Thou haſt ſinn'd 
\cainſt the great Divinity of Friendſhip ; 
hich my Soul takes to death. 
Criſp. Can it be . 
Ever too late to gain a Pardon here? 
Dalm. J cannot tell; yet I can tell thee this, 
here was a Time, not many Days are paſt, 
ince I preferr'd thy Friendſhip to the World ; 
hen I cou'd ſay, Why yonder goes the Man, 
hom my Soul worſhips more than Con/tantine, 
\nd loves beyond my Son. By Heav'n, thy Fault 
: ominous, and grinds my Temper through. 
a That Son you nam'd unhappily's in love. 
Dalm. Then he's a Fool. With whom? | 
Criſp. Maximian's Daughter; 
he younger Beauty. | 
K 3 Dal, 
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Dalm. Ha! and you love the Elder: 

My Life on't, ſome ſuch maſterly Deſign. 

This makes you ſhun the Camp, to lurk beneath 

The Eves of Palaces, and droop in Corners. 

But, Sir, your Pardon. I almoſt forgot 

To urge your ſwifteſt Speed, to wait your Father. 
Criſp. I but will take my leave. 
Dalm. ] fear there is 

Too much already taken; but no more- 

If you have aught to ſay, I'll viſit for you. 
Criſp. Be all as you would have it. Oh, your Hand! 

Nay, I will force my Entrance to your Heart, 

By opening all my own ; and fo farewel. [ Ex. Criſpy, 
Dalm. I blame my Friend for walking in the dark, 

Vet hide my ſelf, who when I ſeem moſt ſtrange 

Am fondeit of his Love. So, Sir, what now! 


Enter Annibal. 


Annib. The fair Conflantia,with condemn'd Lyciniao 
Dreſt in the ſaddeſt Glaſs of dying Sorrow, 
Was coming tointreat you for his Pardon; 
But ſoon as ſhe had heard, from weeping Arius, 
Her Huſband's Doom, ſhe in our Arms expir'd. 
Dalm. I mourn her Fate; but for Lycimus, 
T urg'd at firſt, and ſtill reſolve his Death 
Is neceſſary to the Emperor's Life: 
Nor ſhould a few weak Drops, by Women ſhed, 
Stop a Decree ſo abſolute — royal. 
Annib. He comes attended with a mournful Croud 
To ſue for Life. 
Dalm. I'll have him executed in their View; 
Ves, Annibal, and ſnew thy Vouth a Pattern 
Of the old Romans, for thy Imitation; 
Who haſt but poorly copy'd from thy Father. 
Annib. Why, Sir; what Villain has traduc'd my Virtue! Wl 
Dalm. No Villain, but thy Prince has own'd ty 
And ſays thou lov'ſt a _—_ Foe of Rome. (Weaknels 
Annib. The Virgin's beautiful, and greatly born. 
Dalm. Perhaps the Virgin may as greatly die, | 
And yield her Beauties to the fatal Stroke. 


Anmnib, 
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Arnib. To the fatal Stroke! Oh all ye Powers! 
No, Sir, the fair Serena ſhall not die 
While I wear this. 
S Dalm. Ha Rebel! Traitor! How! 
Not at the Emperor's Doom ? 
Annib. No, nor at yours, 
That gave me, Sir, my Being; take it again, 
Unleſs you give me leave to lay it there, 
Where I have plac'd my Love. 
Dalm. The Emperor 
Decrees thee Cappadecia : Wilt thou forfeit 
The noble Heritage of ſuch Ambition, 
For infamous Love ? 
Annib. Wrong not a Paſſion, 
That equals your own Virtue. For could Cæſar 
Give with a Daughter of his own the World, 
I would prefer my Love in this Condition, 
To all the Proffers of his Blood and Empire. 
Dalm. Hence from my ſight ; and till thou break" 
See me no more. (this Paſſion, 
Annib. Then I muſt never ſee you ; 
For when I ceaſe to love, where I have vow'd, 
Tam no more : therefore upon my Knees, 
I beg uu to recall this dreadful Sentence; 
Repeal my Baniſhment, and give me leave 
To win the Heart of this unhappy Maid, 
Or bid me die before you. 
Dalm. Riſe, my Boy, 
Thou lov'it indeed, who canſt refuſe a Kingdom, 


Enter Arius, Lycinius, Labienus, Eubulus, with 
the Populace 


But ſee Lycinius with his Followers here; 
Take to the Habit of thy former-Wars, 
And foften not my Juſtice by thy Sorrows. 
Annib. I have heard Lycinius lately threatned you, 
Therefore your Guardian's Eye be watchful o'er you. 
Dalm. Fear not, I'm arm'd againſt 'em. Know, Ly- 
The Emperor has decreed to ſhew his Subjects (cinius, 
What weary'd Mercy dares reſolve todo. 
K 4 Cleantbet, 
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Cleanther, you the Captain of the Guard, 
Lead to the Forum, and in the People's view 
Strike oft his Head. 

Lycin. I bear the Sentence as becomes my [Honour : 

And all the favour which I beg in Death, 
Is to reveal a Secret to your Ear, 
Which may importthe Emperor's Life, and yours, 

Dalm. What would you, Sir ? . 

Lyciz. My Lord, are you in earneſt ? 

Or is there room for Hope? 

Dalm. Sir, be not flatter'd: 

Hope is the fawning Traitor of the Mind, 
Which while it cozens with a colour'd Friendſhip, 
Robs us cf our laſt Virtue, Reſolution. 

Lycin. Speak then the force of Reſolution=—T 1, 

Annib. No Villain Thus. 

[Annibal diſarms, and offers to ſtab lin. 

Da!n. Hold, Annibal! hold thy Hand. 

An Execution in the beſt of Cauſes, 
Is a vile Trade for honourable Men; 
Therefore let Slaves diſpatch him. 

Anais. Rack him firſt, 

To know who counſell'd him to this damn'd Deed, 

Dalm. No: To Silveſter let him own his Fault, 
And die a Chriſtian; I am fatisfy'd, 

Lycia. Ha, ha!--A Chriſtian! What and fall a Sheep! 
Confeſs! No, as he urg'd, bring forth the Rack; 
Wire-draw my Limbs, ſpin all my Nerves like Hain, 
And work my tortur'd Fleth as thin as Flame, 

You ſhall not know a Tittle more than this; 

I was ſet onto ſtab Dalmatius, 

And would the Emperor, were he in my reach 

Who were the Gods that prompted thus my Arm, 
You Chriſtian Curs ſhall never know from me; 
Therefore go learn the Myſtery in Hell. 

Thus much I acquaint you; they are living, 

Warm in your Boſoms, and I hope will ſting you: 
Sting you to death. Plagues, Famine, Sword, and Fe; 
Fire from the Gods on your proud City fall ; 
And with that dying Curſe I leave you all. [Ex. g 


uarded. 
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Daln. His Fate was juſt. Now Romans to the Triumph, 
o forth and meet your Emperor, whoſe Mercy 
«tends her peaceful Wings to all that ſeek him; 
Ind is the darling Attribute of his Soul. 
it hark! he comes! the Saviour of your Empire; 
ies forth his Statues ; crown his Images; 
[et him with Garlands, Songs, and Shouts of Tri- 
it ſee his Entrance 1s already made, (umph ;. 
nd there he comes, with Ciſbus in his Arms. 


F:tar Conſtantine, Criſpus, Qc. tothe Triumph. 


(aſt, Dalmatius, I muſt thank thee for the Fate 

{that too ſtubborn Troubler of our Reign: 

e er to his Hermitage retires, 

rdfays the Saints are {ad at my delay: 

ell him e'er long, and urge him to return, 

he Emperor and the Court ſhall be baptiz d. 

Daln. Take to your former Freedom, Mirch and Hu- 

ir tis obſerv'd you are not as you were. (mour, 

Conſt, Oh Brother! Friend! In all my Hazards try'd, 

iy Son ſhall ſhare the Heart and Empire too 

my lov'd Criſpus, whom for ſome few Minutes 

ould diſcourte alone. 

Dalm. Your Wiſhes on you; 

ace to your Thoughts, and Heav'n ſtill guide your 
Counſels. FExcunts 


Manent Conſtantine, Criſpus. 


Conſt. Haſt thou perform'd thy Embaſſy, my Criſpus,. 
deen the Daughter of Maximian ! 
Crijp.] have ſeen her, Sir; and ſeen her beauteous Siſter. 
Cn/t. How lik'ſt thou? Ha ! Are they not charming 
th beautiful? (both? 
Cri/d. They are. But why, Sir, both? 
(nt. Becauſe the latter only catch'd thy Praiſe z 
nen Fau/ta,” in the Pride of blooming Nature, 
mach tranſcends her, as the Summer's Roſe 
be little Beauties of a backward Spring. 
Crif). *T'is true, ſhe is the elder. 
4. And the fairer, 

K 5 4 Th- 


34 Conſtantine the Great: 


In all Compariſons to be preferr'd, 
Not only to her Siſter, but the World. 

Criſp. Is't poſſible? 

ww” That thou ſhouldſt be ſo dull 
To aſk the Queſtion, having ſeen the Wonder ! 

Criſp. But, Sir, when I was ſent, you talk'd of Death, 

Con/t. Death to my ſelf, and thee, and all Mankind, 
Father than wound a Part of my lov'd Fauffa. (then? 

Criſp. Oh Heav'n? What ſaid you? Do you love her 

Conſt. Love her, my Son? In Age I love her mon, 
Than in my Youth I lov'd the Chace of Glory. 

Criſp. And does ſhe know you love her? 

Conſt. Know? approves ; 

1 ae and ſeal'd the Contract ſure. 

Criſp. Death and Deſpair! Approv'd, join'd, ſeal, 
How ſeal'd? and how contracted ? (contracted 

Conſt. Why, our Lips 
Have ſign'd and ſeal'd an everlaſting Love. 

Criſp. What, kiſs'd her? Ha! But I'm too credulow: 
All you have faid is but to try my Temper, 
How much your Son can bear. 

Conſt. I muſt confeſs 
Thy Fears were juſt, hadſt thou another Father; 
But as Iam, I ſwear whatever Iſſue 
I have by Fauſta, thou ſhalt heir my Power. 

Criſp. Talk not of Power, but tell me of your Lom 
Diſtract me not with theſe ambiguous Anſwers, 
But tell me; ſwear to ſave my Loſs of Reaſon, 

If as you love, you are by Fauſta lov'd. 

Conſt. That I love Fauſta, is as true by Heav'n, 
As I love thee: But whether I am lov'd 
With juſt return, is hard indeed to ſwear : 

Yet, as I ſaid before, our Hands have join'd, 
Our Lips have ſeal'd, and binding Oaths have paſt, 
Criſp. What Oaths? 0 

Conſt. Betrothing Oaths. 

Criſþ. Oh, all ye Saints! 

Are you contracted too? 

Conſt. Ah Criſpus, we're contracted. 

Weep not, my Son; I ſwear by this Embrace, 


Tit 
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Thou ſhalt not leſs be lov'd than heretofore. (joy'd her? 
Criſp. Betroth'd ! Oh Heav'n ! And have you, Sir, en- 
Conſt. No, Criſpus ; That's a Heav'n I have to come» 
Criſp. A Hell! All Hell! And if not yet * 

Let me conjure you by my Mother's Aſhes, | 

Touch her not for the Warld. 

Conſt. What means my Son ? 

have decreed to marry her this Night, 

And taſte the Sweets of long expected Joys. 

Criſp. By Heav'n, I ſwear thoſe Sweets have poiſon in 

Bane to your Soul, your Empire, Life and Glory. ('em, 
Conſt. Take heed, my — — that you do not wrong 

know the hazard of Succeſſion frights thee. (her 3 
Criſp. No: By your ſacred Life, nothing but Honour 

ovokes me in the Point: She's falſe, forſworn, 

Ind to my certain Knowledge loves another. 

Dh! therefore touch her not; and, to convince you 

That Empire could not work me thus, this Night. 

ll turn a Hermit, and renounce the World. 

Conſt. If ſhe be falſe: I know his Temper well; 

Ind Nature cannot make ſuch Faults o'th*ſudden : 

ſhe be falſe ! By Heav'n, thou haſt mov'd me, —— 

jut ſpeak the Traitor's Name, who thus has wrong” 

1. Pardon me, Sir, his Name; he not 

cauſe he knew not (wrong you, 

Conſt. What ? 

Criſp. Your Love. 

Conſt. His Name, 

here's more in this; his Name, again I charge thee: 

lot only name him, but produce his Perſon ; | 

Ir I ſhall think all Forgery thou haſt ſworn”. 

Criſp. O let me beg you wed her not to- night, 

nd when I ſee you next I'll tell you more; 

haps betray the innocent to Death. 

Conſt. Let. chat be prov'd; I fwear he ſhall not die: 

ou art it ſeems his Friend as well as mine; ü 

ut look you calm the Tempeſt you have rais'd, 

| will make thee ſtranger to my Soul. Exit. 

Criſþ. ſolus. T am content; if that ſome pitying 

ould make me too a Stranger to my ſelf: —_ 
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But hold my Heart a while, till I have found her. 
Vet there's a lucid Joy in theſe Diſtractions, 

To know he has not bedded her; then had follow'd, 
Her Death and mine, and conſequent Damnation: 
Yet leſt ſhe ſnould conſent, I'll haſte, and warn her; 
When warn'd I'll watch, and if ſhe after yield, 
Thre' Love or Fear, to his inceſtuous Charms, 

I' ruſn thro' all, and ſtab her in his Arms. [Ext 


NN Nee 
Keen 


Znter Annibal ad Serena, 
s chis your Anſwer then, you cannot 
mY love me? 

#99 I histheReward for Offersof my Blood, 
\ ys And braving a ſtern Father to pre- 
anne ſerve you? 

This the Effett of Criſpus Eloquence ? 

Vo make his Friend a moſt untimely Grave? 

Fer, bear it as you pleaſe, or laugh or grieve, 

J will not be a Trouble to you long. 

Seren. What ſhall I ſay? Alas! I might delude you, 

Like other faithleſs Beauties of the Age; 

But the Gods fram'd me of ſo plain a Lemper, 

I cannot hide my Thoughts, tho' to my undoing. 
But ſomething more there is, if you could bear it, 
To turn yaur deſp' rate Love for ever from me. 

Aumb. Produce it then; for, what can Nature ſtes 
Than Death more dreadful, wilder than Deſpair, (me 
Which now are my Familiars ? 

Seren. Take it, Sir, | 
Ihe only Secret of my wounded Soul. . 
J love, I languiſh, and deſpair like you. 

Annib. What, do you love another? 

Deren. Love him to death, nor does he know I lo 
Or if he did, he would not make Return. (him; 

Annid. Can this be poſſible! but. where, where is be! 


That 
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That I may ruſh with all my Rage upon him, 

And bear him with me to the other World. (him— 
Seren. Not for a Thouſand Worlds; Mas muſt not hate 
Amib. Plagues ! Curſes on his Head, Rage and De- 

[; this then the Return of all my Vows, |. (ſpair ! 

To make my ſetting yet more deep in Blood? 

But give me quick his Quality and Name. (geance? 
S-ren. His Name! what, after ſuch Reſolves of Ven- 

Your Fate and mine ſhould not compel it now. 

Aunib. What, not to ſave my Life! | 
| geren. No; for what Life can ſtand in competition, 
When his is threaten'd ? Better you, and I, 
And all the reſt of Human Kind, ſhould periſh, 
Than he, the Maſter-piece of Nature, ſuffer. 
And ſhould you know him, ſpite of your Reſolves, 
sir, you would kneel and worſhip too like me. 
Aunib. Show me the God then, if I muſt adore. 

, deren. No, ſince you have ſworn, I ſhould do ill to 

Le, for his Preſervation, I muſt tell you, (truſt you: 

Whene'er he dies, Serena too ſhall bleed. 

From the ſame Hand the ſame Diſpatch I crave, 


And if at laſt one Monument we have, 
What Joys can Life compare with ſuch a Grave? [Ex. 
Enter Arius with Criſpus's Picture. 

Annib. Death, Hell, and Furies; if my Sword have 

Which never failed me yet, I'll find him out, (Charms, 

This Rival God 

And drive him from the World. 
Ari. Ha! goes it there? | 

Then to my Taſk ! 4 

Aunib. Arius in Contemplation ! 

Twere worth my while to ſpy: Criſpuss Picture! 

Forgive me, Arius, if I rob your Hand | 

Of what's 32 ingraven in my Heart. 

For whom this pretty Preſent? (great Sserets. 

Ari. Vour Pardon The Myſtery is one of Love's 

Aunib. Criſpus in Love, and hide it from his Friend! 

From Annibal, that open'd all to him 

Twas much unkind: Arius, I am concern'd: 
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And you muſt tell me where his Heart's engig'd, 
E'er I return the Picture. 

Ari. Sir, I am in haſte, - 
And dare not tell her Name ; therefore I beg you: 
She waits my coming—— Good my Lord,. ſhe loves 
To that degree, each Moments ſtay is Death: 
Therefore let me conjure you. 


Annib. Thou doſt but raiſe my Admiration more: 


Therefore, your buſineſs, or farewel 
Ari. Stay, ſtay ! 
My Lord, you are his Friend! yet 'tis a Breach 
of Truſt: but ſince there is no other help, 
And the fair Miſtreſs of his Heart may pine 
To death upon the Loſs; reſtore the Picture, 
And take the Secret, Sir; her Name's Serena. (tes thee, 
Annib. Traitor, thou ly'ſt! and, but thy Robe pro- 
Shouldſt feel, even now, th' Effects of my Revenge. 
Ari. To clear th'Aſperſion, bear it, Sir, your ſelf, 
And to Serena's Face III juſtify 
The Secret of her Love; tho' Criſpus kill me. 
Annib. By Heav'n, thou doſt recal a dreadful Image: 
Of late I met him, e' er I made my Viſit 
To her thou haſt nam'd, and aſk'd him of my Love! 
He ſeem'd in haſte, his Anſwers were abrupt; 
His Count'nance ſad ; and thus in ſhort return'd, 
Hunt not a Bubble Beauty, like a Boy; 
Fall like a Man, and let your Reſt be Fame 
And ſo it ſhall: If what thou ſay'ſt be true, 
PII level him with Earth. 
Ari. What ſaid you, Sir? | 
Aꝛxnib. Yet I will have more Proof; ſhe ſhall, her ſel, 
Be witneſs to the Fall of this high Virtue: 
Then Friendſhip to the Winds, like meeting J ides, 
We'll fight the Tempeſt out, nor give it o'er, 
Till one lies daſh'd and broken on the ſhore. [Ext 
Ari. Thus far the Devil is the beſt mounted yet, 
And Hereſy at laſt ſhall win the Race. 


Enter 
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Enter Labienus and Eubulus. 


Ha! Labienus here, 
| And my Eubulus; we ſhall ſhortly govern, 

Labi. I met the Emperor of late, alone; 

Who aſk'd for you. 
Ari. Pil inſtantly attend him. 

Where is his Son? 
ub. I left him with Dalmatius. 
Ari. Unloading his ſick Heart upon his Friend. 


Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus. 


zut ſee the Maſter Enemy's at hand; 
Sculk to your Poſts, and dive in Miſts away. 
[Exit Ari. Lab. Eub. 
Criſp. Now, my Dalmatius, now thou haſt my Heart, 
And make good uſe on't, if I ne'er ſee thee more. 
By Heav'n, my Friend, I have not hid a Point 
Of that ſad Story that muſt make my Ruin. 
Dalm. Would thou hadſt told me half of it before! 
I might have ſav'd thee many a Sigh and Tear: 
Pray Heav'n no worſe come on't ; but 'tis no Time 
T'upbraid thee now: What wouldſt thou have me do? 
Criſp. Perſuade my Father from enjoying her: 
For if that be to-night, as once he vow'd, 
Thou ſhalt behold thy Criſpbus dead. to-morrow. 
Dalm. And what of Fauſta ? 
Cri I know not what. 
That ſubtle falſe one, that has thus deceiv'd me, 
And with her Charms enſnar'd my innocent Soul: 
„ba! will hence. 
Dalm. For what? 
Criſp. To execute 
The Vows I made. 
. Dalm. Go then, and kill her. 
Criſp. Ha! | 
Dalm. Kill the Adultreſs, this inceſtuous Charmer, 
And have her borne in Triumph to thy Father: 
Then tell thy Tragick Story like a Man; 
And greatly thus atone for both your Crimes, 
__ Criſp. 


- 
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Criſp. Farewell: I'll find another Way to end her. 
Dalm. Tongue- kill her, go; or ſwear, and be forſworn, 
Thou ne'er wilt ſee hen more. Heav'n! that a Mag 
Born to the Empire of the World, ſhould dote 
On ſuch ſlight Stuff as Woman! 
Criſp. See my Father, 
Look thou to him, as I'll be guard on her. 
Inceſt ! Diſhonour! to all future Ages 
Think, — think on that — and puſh him from his Ruin. 
[Exit. Critpus, 


Enter Conſtantine and Silveſter. 


Conſt. What ſay the People to the Rumour ſpread 
Of. my new Contract? | 

Cilu. All the Chriſtians mourn, 

And ſicken in their Souls, as if Heav'n warn'd 
The Earth of ſome unheard Calamity : 
The Heathens on the other fide rejoice, 
And cry, a Perſecution is at hand. | 
Conft. No matter, to the Point; knowſt thou the 
Whom Fauſta loves? (Man 
Sil. I told you, Sir, before, 
J would be dumb for ever on this Theme. 

Conſt. Vet this implies thou know:it, but wilt not ſhow 
All know him, all, all but he that ſhould ; (him: 
For Criſpus has confeſs'd, 

Yet hides the Name, —— But I'll find out one, 
Leſs meriting Reſpect, whom Racks ſhall force. 

Dalm. If you intend your Empire's Safety, Sir, 

Caſt Fauſta from your Boſom, turn her out; 
Away with her — far let her be exil'd, 
With all her Race; for Death 1s in her Beauty. 

Conſt. My Brother offer this! 
Death in her Beauty ? 

Dalm. Violent, ſudden Death ; 

Death to your Health, and Ruin to your Glory. 

Conſt. Perhaps he is the Man, her Lover! yes; 
And thus conceals his Flame with covert Rage: 


For elſe what cauſe could thus provoke his Pailio:. ? ho 


'F hoi 


What is the Publick Intereſt here concern d? 


Th 


Prieſt, Princes, all engag'd ; and for ſome great one. 


That I ſhould wait, 


Deſerve a lengthen'd Death: Think on thy Treaſon, 


uc more then; and this Warning be thy laſt, 
bow me the Robber of my Heart's Repoſe, 
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Their — or their Joys, which with a Ned 
My Power can huth. By Heav'nthere's more at bottom, 
And I will find it out; their Looks betray em: 


Enter Arius. 


But hold here comes my Man] Brother, I've thought, 
And will conſider further what you urg'd 
Againſt my Wife. | 
Daim. We leave you to Heav'ns Care, 
And wiſh you to beware that waiting Fiend. 
[ Ex. Dalm. Silv. 
Conſt, So, now your Buſineſs, Arius ? 
Ari. Sir. 
Conſt. Your Bulineſs ? 


The Coaſt is clear ; be your Confeſſion ſo; 
And ſpeak what all the Court have ſworn to hide. 


Ari. Sir, Labienus gave me your Commands, 


Conſt. Doſt thou dally with me? 
hou know'lt the leaſt of thy enormous Crimes 


theiſm, Blaiphemies againſt the Higheſt ; 

hink on the purpos'd Murder of my Brother, | 
Vrought by thy Charms, thou damn d one: After this, 
et thy aftrighted Soul deſpiſe my Wrath, 

Ind if ſhe = be dumb to my Demands, 

Ari. What mult I anſwer? 

Conft, Give me Truth for Truth, 


nend to my Criſpus, but his Father's Fae; 
be conqu'ring Rival of my raviſh'd Love. 
Ari. What, has your Son reveal'd? 
Conſt. He ſays ſhe's falſe, but tells me not to whom; 
wears ſhe's foriworn; and when J ſee him next, 
ſhall know more. 
#ri, What if you never ſee him? 
Cant. Why doſt thou ſtart a Queſtion ſo unlikely? 
ri, I cannot think he will betray his Friend; Oy 
; e 
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He who betrays his Friend, betrays himſelf ; 
And rather than do that, I judge he'll leave 
Your Sight, the Empire, and his Love for ever. 

Conft. Love, Arizs ! ha! his Love! What Love? Ty 

Ari. Why Love to you: . (whom! 
What other Love ſhould Criſpus entertain! 

He bas no Miſtreſs, ſure ! 

Conſt. Thou ſeem'ſt to hint 

As if he had; mark thy foregoing Words: 

He who betrays his Friend, betrays himſelf: 

By Heav'n! thou haſt ſet my anxious Soul a-work, 
For when thou ſaid'ſt, he has no Miſtreſs, ſure 
"Thy Meaning was, to make me think he had; 
And that this Miſtreſs could be none but Fauſta. 

Ari. I hope, dread Sir, you will not wreſt my Word: 
And innocent Thoughts, to any evil Purpoſe. (Trait: 

Conft. What, at your Tricks again? be quick my 
And ſpread at once thy double Heart before me; 
Doſt thou not judge my Son his Father's Rival? 

Ari. If you would know my Heart, indeed I do, 

Conft. Why, what a Devil wert thou then to deny} 
So pitifully play the Hypocrite ! 

And ſcrue that lying Face into a ſhow 
Of Innocence, f 
When Nature ſtampt thee for a Villain! 

Ari. Forgive me, Sir, if I avow twas Fear, 
Not Villany, that made me hide my Thought. 

Conſt. All Fear, but Fear of Heav'n, betraysaG 
And Guilt is Villany. But let thy Fear 
Produce what paſt betwixt the wicked Pair; 
Shew me th' Adultreſs and Adulterer ; 

Where, how, and when, this Inceſt was committed, 
Who was the Inſtrument, and curſed Bawd 
And damn'd Contriver of their horrid Joys. 

Ari. O Heav'n! 

Conſt. O Hell! for there ſhalt thou be hurl'd, 
And roaſt in Sulphur, if thou not tell me all; 
Thou, who perhaps thy ſelf wert the Contriver, 
The Bawd I nam'd, and Inſtrument of their Luft. 

Ari. Hold, Sir! and I'll confeſs ; I've ſeen ” | 
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Otter than I have wifl'd, attend your Fauſta. 

And ſeen him late from her Apartment come; 

re heard him praiſe her long, and when the Praiſe 
IWas finiſh'd, ſigh, that he durſt praiſe no longer; 

lt leaſt I thought ſo, but my Thought's no Proof. 

Conſt. No, Arius, not enough for Criſpus Death: 

But there's enough to turn my Spirit from him, 
o make me loath his Form; when next we meet, 
'rom head to foot to meaſure him with my Eye, 
both as an Object of my Scorn and Hate. 
fri. That Love has paſt betwixt'em, is paſt doubt, 
dat for enjoying 
Conſt. Know'ſt thou aught of that ? 

fri. Not I, by Heav'n ! 

Cort. Why didſt thou ſtart it then? 

Hei. Sir, to be ſatisfy'd, what you wou'd do, 
pon the Demonſtration. 
Conſt. Both ſhou'd bleed, 
oth die, as ſure as we are living, Arius ; 
or him, *twere Sacrilege to think to ſave him, 
f thus he has tranſgreſs d; not then my Vows, 
lot all the Conqueſts of his Blooming Years, 

th my whole Empire's Knees and lifted Hands; 
[ot the Remembrance of his Mother's Tears, 
hen on her Death-Bed. ſhe bequeath'd his Safety 
o my beſt Care and Love, ſhall once redeem him. 
Ai. What ſhall be done to him that finds the Truth? 
Conſt. Reward and Honour. He ſhall be my Friend. 
fri, I aſk no more; henceforth I'm yours; 
oſearch, tho? at the peril of my Life, 
de bottom of this Buſineſs. COLE! 
Conſt. Say and do 
tlend my Wardrobe now to Fauſta's Side, 
her the Diadem, with Stile of Empreſs; 
d fay this Night I bed her. 
ri, That will prove her 
he refuſe, you know Sir what to judge. 
Ir would it be amiſs to break diſcourſe 
bout your Son, and fift her ſubtle Soul. 
Cant. I apprehend thee ; but as I — 
way 


ed, 


of 
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Away—Oh Conſtantine ! Vet e er this Search, [Ex.Ari, 
Whatever comes, remember he's thy Son ; 

Son of thy Love, and once was next thy Soul. 

But as the beſt are worſt, when once corrupted, 

If he has finn'd at all, he has finn'd to Death; 
The Thought diſtracts me; Heav'n remove this Troy. 
Or I ſhall run to my old Gods again. (ble, 
But huſh a while: I'll bear my Paſſion co'd, 

PII curb it while the Reins of Reaſon hold; 

But H they break, then Nature, where's thy Call! 
Be deaf to Reaſon, Nature, Judgment, All 
The Precipice is Fate; and if we roll, 

The Fault is theirs that fool'd us with a Soul. [ Exit, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Criſpus avith a Dagger, and Fauſta. 


Fauſt. Hold, hold thy Hand 

Cri/þ. Think not I meaiit to kill the 
No, thou Seducer, were thy Stains more deep, 
Think not Deſpair and Rage cou'd fo unman me 
To hurt a Woman. Yet thou ſhalt hear me, Faya: 
And if the Story of thy Crimes can kill thee, | 
PII lay thy Wounds wide open to the Air; p 
Diſylay the Perjuries of thy bleeding Heart, [ 
And to 11 Inceſt, add at laſt a Murder. 

Fauſt. Stab with thy Dagger then; but let thy 
Deſtroy no more. (Tonge 

Criſp. O all ye Powers, who that had known laſt Nig! 
The Joys which I have known, could once have thougit 
Who that had heard her Vows, when on my Breaſt, r: 
Weary'd with Oaths, and out of breath with Kiſſes, Ws: 
She panting ſwore ! and wiſt'd Deſtruction ſeize her, r. 
If ſhe were not content, ſo one Night more 
Her raviſh'd Soul like that might entertain, 
To live her Miſeries and paſt Life again. 

Fauſt. By all thoſe Powers you name, and by ya! 
Lwiſh fo ſtill. | (oun 

Criſp. Vet at that very Minute Wh 
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When thus ſhe ſwore, to know ſhe was forſworn, 
Conſcious her Faith was plighted to another ! 
And who that other pick'd from all Mankind, 
I To make her more abhorr'd, but my own Father? 
Fauſt. . What, Load on Load? f 
Cri. Her violated Hands 
Were plighted faſt with his, and Kiſſes paſt 
Fauſt. Hold, hold, and let my Tears atone, my 
Or ſink upon the Earth. (Lord, 
Criſp. The Center, Fauſta, 
The Center cannot hide thee from the Horrors 
Of thy own Conſcience, which are my Avengers: 
And wheretoe'er thou fly'ſt, ſhall follow thee 
With inward Hells, for the baſe Wrong thou'aft done 
Fauft. O Criſpus ! never, never, wilt thou end? (me. 
Crijp. By Heav'n! I know thy damnable Deſign: 
Thou haſt this Night contriv'd to ruin Nature, 
To make the Angels fick with ſuch a Crime, 
As equals her's that firſt betray'd the World. 
Tauſt. I'II Rop.thee with my Kiſſes! 
Criſb. OF, Crocodile! 
Fauſt. Why ute thy Ponyard then. 
Criſþ. Nor that, nor this. 
[ nad defign'd, *tis true, to ſtab my {elf ; 
But ſecond Thoughts inſtruct me thus to haunt thee; 
Like an eternal Fiend to follow thee ; 
o hollow ſtill Damnation in thy Ear, 
Maud hinder thee from Inceſt with my Father. 
"0! horrid Thought! 
A Fauſt. Oh horrid Thought indeed! 
. Why does it not poſſeſs thee ! 
"WW | ou fair inſinuating Snake ! wouldſt thou then gild thy 
dwear on my Ponyard, ſwear, and damn thy elf, (Poiſon ? 
) Thou haſt not platted, .as this Night, to twilt 
Tay inceſtuous Arms about my Father's Neck! 
Fauſt. Yes, Iwill ſwear. But let me lean my Head 
Againſt thy Breaſt, while I recover Breath : 
tor I am faint with Groans, 
Criſp. Oh Heart! Oh Love! 
die graſps ſo hard, and locks ſo with her Charms, 
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J cannot put her from me ! Fauſta, is't poſlible 
Is it then poſſible thou can'ſt be good? 
So good at leaſt, as being thug gone in Sin, 
T'o go no further ? 
Fauſt. Let me ſwear, 
For Iwill face the Gods in ſuch a Cauſe; 
And ſtanding on the Guard of Innocence, 
Swear, all I've _ — - Effect of Love. 
Criſp. Again thou' rt fallen; for thou art Guilty, Tas 
Of NET reaſon, and inceſtuous Love, TT 
Fauft. 1 am not, Criſpus. | 
Criſb. Ha! not guilty, Faufta ? 
Then 3 1 
Fauſt. Hold, hold, not guilty to my Cri/þus. 
Fall — to rage again, and I'II — p 
I was compell'd to be contracted to him; 
Not wedded, nor _ 
Criſp. Why didit thou hide thy Contract? 
Fauſt. Becauſe it was forc'd by Fear; nor did I dar 
Reveal it to thee, e er I had thee ſure: 
So much I lov'd thee, Criſpus. | 
On. But what hadſt thou decreed to do to-night, 
This fatal Night, if that the Emperor k 
Had {worn to enjoy thee ? 
Fauft. Stop him with my Tears ; 
Or if they fail'd, to dam his Paſſion thus, 
And ſheath this hidden Ponyard in my Heart. 
Criſp. Is't poſſible thou ſhouldſt fo greatly dare? 
Fauſt. Yes, Criſpus, thou ſhalt ſee, by what's to come: 
Oh ! therefore take me to thy Breaſt, and ſwear 
Criſp. Swear firſt thy ſelf, he never ſhall poſſeſs thee. 
Fauſt. What needs an Oath after poſſeſſing thee? 
Criſp. Yet, for the Satisfaction of my Soul, 
And Cement of our everlaſting Loves, w. 
Swear thou wilt never. | 
Fauſt. Never, Com never. 
By Heav'n and Earth, by all that's great and holy, As 
I ſwear thy Father never ſhall embrace me. | 
Criſþ. What, never! Oh yet cloſer! never, Fauſia 
Fauſt. By all this Dena never Criſpus, _ 


vt 


e. 
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Enter Arius. 
fri. What Faults are gone and paſt, it matters not: 


[But you had beſt beware of what's to come 


Haſte, Sir, away. See there the Bed's prepar'd 


[ Scene draws, 
The Diadem; and Name of Empreſs given 


Your Father's at my heels! hark ! you are warn'd. 
Soft Mufick. 
[ hear him come, and wiſh you, Sir, away. [Ex. Arius] 
Criſp. Oh Faufia ! 
Fauſt. Take no thou — 
Criſþ. If he ſhould charm thee, 
Or ſcare thee to Compliance 
Fauſt. That Diſtruſt 
Again! by Heav'n I'll die before he enters. 
Criſp. = gn my Heart! my Life, my Love, 
my Soul: | 
Il ſtay —and hazard all——but hark! he comes. 
| would adviſe Live, if thou canſt with Honour 
If not — he's here, fall, and P11 follow thee. 
N [ Exit Criſpus. 
Re-enter Arius with Conſtantine, 


Conſt. Ha, Arius ! ſee'ſt thou there? 

Ari. Criſpus, I think. 

Conſt. Didſt thou not ſee him? 

A 

Conſt. Why doſt thou then ſuppoſe it but by Thought ? 

Ari. Becauſe I do not like his being here. 

Cont. Nor I, by Heav'n! withdraw, and wait my 

all. + [Arius retires. 

What now, my Fauſta! ha! in Tears my Fair! 
What, on thy wedding Night ? Why doit thou fly me ? 
Am I a Raviſher ? Howe'er reputed 
Bloody in Fields, in Chambers I am gentle 
As thy own Thoughts. 
Therefore let our Vows be ſeal'd, and then to Bed. 


Conſt. 


Fant, What ſaid you, Sir? 


* 
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Conjt. Why, to Bed my Love, 
And hide thy Virgin Fears: Thou wilt be bolder ther, 
Fauſt. Alas! I dare not. 4.3 

Conſt. Why? 

Fauſt. I've ſworn, my Lord 

Conſt. What, and to whom? 

Fauſt. To Heav'n I've ſworn, 

Howe'er contracted, that I will not wed you. 

Conſt. When? | 

Fauſt. Not to-night, 

Conſt. When then? 

' Fauſt. Preſs me no further, 
For I can only anſwer with my Tears. 

Conſt. Speak, for I'll know th' Extremity to-night 
Why then to-morrow ; but by Heav'n no longer; 
For now I ve {worn too. | 

Fauſt. But I vod firft ; 

And ſwear again to keep that Vow till Death. 
To- moriow and to-morrow, add to thoſe 
Ten Millions more. You never ſhall embrace me 

Conſt. Ist poſſible ! after thy Faith was given! 

Fauſt. Not given, but by a Conqueror compel!'d. 

Conſt. And haſt thou rightly ſcann'd the Conqueror) 
Ha Fauſta ! haft thou plac'd thy Father's Fate (Rage! 
Before thy Eyes? and thought upon thy own ? 

Fauſt. Juſt to your purpole : I'm prepar'd tor Death, 
Rather than entertain you in my Bed : 

Therefore if you ſet down t' enjoy me, Sir, 

Or doom me dead, upon the Earth I beg you 

To ſpeak your Will, and Fauſia ſhall revenge you. 
This Ponyard ftrait ſhall act your vow'd Revenge, 
And take her from the World 

Conſt. Rite, Fauſta, riſe 
By Heav*n I find tis vain to ſtrive againſt thee ! 
Take then what more thou valu'ſt than the World, 
And what, in ſpite of me, the Fates ordain thec— 

My Criſpus for thy Love 
Fauſt. Ah, Sir, what mean you? 


' Conſt. Why wouldit thou ſtrive to hide what Nature 
Dalmatius, Arius. and Silveſter, know it: by Ou. 
2 0! 
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And over-wrought me, for my Empire's Safety, 
To this great Act, to yield thee to my Son. 
Fauſt. Did Arius too? No ſure, they rather wrought 
I To yield me to my Grave (you 
Conſt. No; to my Throne: 
Already 'tis decreed, my Cæſar weds thee; 
Not but I own I came to work thee from him. 
But fince not Death itſelf can daunt thy Love, 
Forbid it Heav'n, that I ſhould break ſuch Union. 
ate, Arius ! call my Son. I'Il give him now; 
Now, while my Reaſon lets me ſee my Dotage. 
How ill ſuch Autumn ſuits thy Beauty's Spring! 
ut haite, and bring him while the Heat is on me; 
or I will have you wedded in my Preſence : 
Ind if thy Heart conſent to make a turn, 
I; ſtrange as kind, this Night he ſhall enjoy thee. 
Fayſt. Oh Heav'n, inſtruct my Frailty what to anſwer! 
an this be real, Sir? Is't poſlible ? 
Cornft, My Council know it, and confirm the Order. 
Tauſt. That I ſhall wed your Son t 
Conſt, Why thus repeated? 
Tauſt. And you approve it? 
Conſt. Canſt thou doubt me ſtill? 
Tauſt. No, I will own, Sir, ſince you approve it, 
wn it to Death, I love him more than Lite. 
Conſt, O] Fauſta ! 
Fauſt. Ha! What now? He turns away! 
e bluſhes! Gods! I'm loſt, undone, betray'd ! 
ndone for ever! Criſpus is betray d: 
he innocent Criſpus: 
Conſt, Guilty, guilty Criſpus,— 
id guilty Fauſta ! Guilty both to Death; 
t molt my Son, who wrought thee to this Ruin. 
faut. O ſay not fo. 'T was Fauſta wrought your Son 
: d over-lov'd him, to his own Deſtruction. 
erefore as you are powerful, be juſt, . 
let the Stroke of Vengeance light on me. 
t, Sir, for him 
tue /. For him! each Syllable 
es plead'ſt in his behalf, = wings his Death. 
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I'll ſeize, and rack him. 
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Fauſt. By the juſt Heav'ns! and by the Saint that hore 
By your Religion; Sir, I do conjure you, (you 
Spare, ſpare his Innocence 

Conft. If thou conſent, 

That I this Night ſhall wed thee. 

Fauſt. Wed me, Conſtantine ? 

Conſt. Fauſta, why not? 

Art thou enjoy'd already, married? Speak, conſeſs.— 
That I may pardon thee 

Fauft. What you know, you know; 

You have betray'd me once, but ſhall no more: 
More! there's no more, but that I love your Son ; 
And whether he loves me, the Gods can tell. 

I know the natural Goodneſs of your Temper, 
Howe'cr tranſported, will not let you kill him. 
Therefore I leave you= | 

Conſt. Stay, and tell me when, 

When I may hope Love's Conſummation ſure ? 

Fauſt. When you behold me wedded to your Son, 
As you engag'd, and paſs'd your Royal Word; 
When after many rolling Years I bring you 
A Race of ſmiling Boys to bleſs your Age, 

To play about your Throne, and be your Cz/ars : 
Then may your Happineſs compleated be, 

Then may your Eyes the Conſummation ſee : 

But never hope for other Joys from me. [Ex. Faulla, 

Conſt. What, Arius! help, and free me from this Plunge 
Of Love and Nature. She loves, ſhe loves to Death; 
And though ſhe hides it, is belov'd again. 

Ari. What's your Reſolve? To give her to your S 

Conft. No, Arius; firſt I'll give her to the Grave , 
Reſign my Empire: All 

Ari. Then Criſpus dies | 

ar ot If he has not enjoy'd her, he ſhall live: 
For that I lov'd him once, is full as true, . 
As that, tho' now he has finn'd, I cannot hate him. mY 
But if enjoy'd ! how ſhall I find it out? ; 


Ari, How, Sir, rack your Son! 


Conſt. By Heav'n, twas well remembred by "= all 
i ery 
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Therefore I ſwear thou ſhalt be rack'd thyſelf. 
Ari. Who, I, my Lord? 
| Conf. Ay, Villain, Traytor, thou! 
Tul rack the Racker, till ] find it out: 
For my miſgiving Heart ſays, thou know'ſt more: 
Therefore when next I ſee thee, bring me proof 
She's not enjoy d, her Vows and Virtue clear: 
Dot, or thy Death ſhall teach ſucceeding Kings 
No more by falſe Reports to be abus'd, 
But ſtrait confront th* Accyſer with th* Accus'd ;- 
To prove the Treaſons urg'd againſt the Throne, 
Or ſhow the Sycophants that ſet *em on : 
o ſhall the — Pow'r unclouded ſway, c 


hen ſuch Court-Devils ſhun the glorious Ray, 
Ind drive like Fogs before the riſing Day. [ Exeurt. 


ee eee ee eee See 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Annibal and Serena. 


lnb. 58 HEN you confeſs you did beſpeak the 

Picture? 

ods! and you own you love him! love the Traitor! 

deren. Call him not Traytor, Annibal, he who ſpoke 

be kindeſt things of you, 

Aunib. Wondrous kind | 

ccurſt Difſember ! that could ſpeak for me, 

t ated for himſelf. 

deren. Juſt contrary. 

Ir when by Signs, which Paſſion could not hide, 

let him know my Love, he turn'd away, 

king his Head, as loth to underſtand me. 

ger and Pity combating in his Face, 

id with his Bluſhes taught Serena Shame. (ſhip ! 

4mib. Shameleſs himſelf, and Traytor to my Friend- 

Tall I've hcard, your Love has forg'd to ſave him. 
1 Seren. 
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Seren. Heav'n knows tis true! nothing was left unſaid, 
To his own Diſgrace, and your immortal Honour: 
In the moſt melting Terms, and ſweeteſt Words 
That Heart could think, or Friendſhip could invent: 
Therefore forgo, my Lord, this fruitleſs Paſſion, 
And for Criſpus, as he ſpoke for you. 

Annib. I will; and i} {o loud the Gods ſhall hear me: 
There! take his Picture, feed your hungry Paſſion, 
Till with my Sword I carve another Feaſt, 
To glut your fatal Eyes 

Seren. Hold ; whither go you? 

And what fierce Purpoſe has your Heart in hand? 
Annib. I'll tell thee, and if poſſible force a Warmth 
In that cold Breaſt, kindle a dying Spark 
In that inhoſpitable Land of Love; 
And never ſee thee more— I go to die, 
To blot my Youth and Glory from the World; 
'Though Conqueſt waits my Sword, I ſwear to die, 
And make thee ſport with my untimely Fall. 
Seren. To die! by whom? for what? 
Annib. For love of thee. 
But if I ſuffer by the Hand of Criſpus, 
And Perjury ſhould proper in my Ruin, 
Then you may revel in each other's Arms” 
And laugh indeed at my ridiculous Fortune. 
Yet if revenging Ghoſts have power to rife, 
Expect me at the Riot of your Joys, 
With hollow Eyes to ſtare you in the Face; 
At Midnight, look to have your Curtains drawn; 
Expect me in your Bed, a Corſe of Clay, | 
To claſp your 1 Limbs with cold Embrace Bi. 
And print my gelid Kiſſes on your Lips: 
So to revenge my Death upon 2 Scorn, 
And groan about you ' till the dawning Morn. [El 5 

Seren. Stay—and T'll tell thee; 'tis impoſſible.— 4 

Criſpus already is in love with Fauſta- 

He's gone to the execution of his Purpoſe 

And Cri/pus muſt be ſlain; why then my Hour 

Qf Fate is come. What's that to Cri/þus' Murder l 
a 


| Haſte after him, and by thy own Deſtruction 
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jle's gone to fight; perhaps not give him leave, 
But take the Innocent at unawares: a 


Prevent both Ruins. Follow the Fate that wafts thee, 
And let no Interrupter eroſs thy Paſſage. [Exit. 


Enter Conſtantine, Silveſter, and Dalmatius. 


Cenſt. Were you both Fathers, and in love like me, 
| no more doubt what you would put in Act, | 
Than now I doubt myſelf, who am refolv\d——: | 

Dalm. On what? 

Cent. On Death. 

Kiev. Of whom? 

Cont. Of any Man 
That knows, yet hides this ſecret Treaſon from me. 

Dalm. Has Criſpus own'd he loves her? 

Conſt. Yes, in effect: 

For when I firſt reveal'd this Contract to him, 

He ſtopt me from enjoying her with Oaths. 

He knew her falſe, forſworn: to whom ? to him x 

To him himſelf : for this laſt Night I prov'd ; 

Drawing the Secret from her by a Wile, 

Which ſhe before as'craftily conceal'd. | 
Dalm. But have you marry'd and enjoy'd her, Sir? 
Conſt. O no; the Ceremonies and the Dues, 

Vithout a Bluſh, were frontleſly deny'd ; 

n all the heat of boiling Love deny'd ; 

ot only from poſſeſſing her that Night, 
ut, matchleſs Impudence ! deny'd for ever. 
ow judge if tis not fit I ſhould let go 
The ſtruggling Thunder, and deſtroy em both. 

Dalm. Not both, — for yet you have not heard your 
ear him but plead —— | Son ; 
45 Then let him plead in time. [Ex. Dalm. 
he Bolts are brandiſh'd, and 'twill be too late 
o iſt his blaſted Hands, when I have hurld. 

lv. How far, Sir, would your utmoſt Search extend? 

Conſt. To know if actually they have embrac'd 

ach other, as in Will th' have done already. 
L 3 Sil 
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Siu. Be not too haſty in your Anſwer, Sir; 
If I ſhould aſk, what then, what then muſt follow? 
Conſt. Death certain, on the inſtant; imminent Death; 
Death; and I ſwear, not all the Gods ſhall fave him. 
Silv. Ruin of Piety ! Not all the Gods! 
'That your Religion ? | 
Conſt. Oh Regie me, Saint, 
Jam eaten up with Paſſion: So o'erwrought 
With racking Love, I knew not what I ſaid. 
But if he has enjoy'd her, by that Power 
Whom thou remember'it well, I now adore, 
His Death muſt waſh th'inceſtuous Guilt away. 
Silv. Not Inceſt, Sir. 
Conſt. Not if he has enjoy'd her? 
Silv. No; for to prove the Guilt compleated Inceſ, 
You muſt have married and enjoy'd her firſt. | 
Conſt. True; but what makes his Crime deſerving 
More than imputed Treaſon, Inceſt, all. [Death 
All Faults by Art and Nature join'd in one: 
If he has touch'd her, ſhe muſt ne'er be mine; 
And that's a Cauſe ſo pointing to his Fate, 
That Death's their due that offer to excuſe him. 
Silu. He comes - I'm ſilenc'd. Nature, now or never 


Enter Criſpus and Dalmatius. 


Criſp. O Emperor ! for I dare not call you Father, 
Behold me at your Feet, prepar'd for Death. 
Conſt. O Criſpus! for I muſt not call thee Son, 
_ ſurveys thee as a Criminal; | 
ut riſe and ſpeak ; plead like a Man for Life, 
Come on, and look thy Father in the Face; 
T call thee Traitor, and I'll prove thee one, 
Who impiouſly, for all my former Love, 
Haſt dar'd to violate my ſacred Bed. 
Now anſwer, Criminal. What canſt thou ſay, 
That Sentence ſhould not paſs: upon thy Treafon ? 
Criſp. Moſt awful Emperor, my Judge and Fathe Y 
Father, alas ! I would have offer'd firſt, 
But ſince you are not pleas'd it ſhould be ſo, | 
PII do as Criminals uſe, and you command; 


4 
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Thus plead my Innocence at your Judgment-Bar. 


If either, Sir, I ſaw or lov'd the Princels, : 
You were the only Cauſe, *rwas you that ſent me: 


o far from once but hinting thus your Cont act, 


You told me, Sir, her Fate was yet in doubt : 
Which made me wonder when I {aw the Virgin, 
do innocent, ſo beautiful, ſo young: ' 
Which Charms did more my Admiration move 
Wonder begot my Pity, that my Love. 

Conſt. But if I told you that her Fate was doubtful, 
I told you too, ſhe was a Foe to Rome; 

Therefore, to think of loving her was Treaſon. 

Criſp. If Love be Treaſon, Sir, I own I am guilty 3 
Guilty indeed, becauſe it was a Fault 
In any Caſe to wed without your Knowledge: 

But yet I hop'd, in time you might forgive me z 
And ſo my Conſcience tells me ſtill you would, 
Had you not been engag'd your ſelf before. 

Conſt. Rebellion, not thy Pardon, was thy Thought: 
If otherwiſe, how canſt thou anſwer, Traitor, 

For not confeſſing all when firſt I met thee ; 

Criſp. Pardon me, Sir, for that I had done too, 
Had you not told me firſt you were betroth'd ; | 
But conſcious then how cloſely I was link'd, 
| durſt not tempt your Wrath. 

Conſt. How cloſely, Traitor! haſt thou then enjoy*d 

Criſþ. Can you forgive me? (her? 

Conſt. No, by this ſhaking Fleſh, | 
Tho' there my Mother kneeld too by thy fide ; 

If thou haſt touch'd her, Death and Curles on thee. 

Cri/þ.Oh by thoſe Knees and Hands which I mult hold, 
Racks, Racks, and Death ; but not your Curſes, Sir. 

Conſt. If thou wouldit have my Bleſſing, ſwear, then 
Thou haſt not enjoy'd her. (ſwear 

Criſp. Swear then to forgive me. 

Conſt. Forgive thee, Villain if thoa haſt poſſeſt her, 
Speak, or be curſt. 

Criſþ. I will; but give me time. (ready 

, Conſt. Let go. What time? Thou haſt confeſs'd al- 
By that Demand; I ſwear thou haſt enjoy'd her. 


L 4 Criſps. 
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Criſp. Swear not, and I'll confeſs this Moment, 
Conſt. What! 
Criſp. O Heav'n, 

What if your Son has plighted holy Vows? 

Conſt. Why then] make that Vow and Marriage vain, 
Therefore, if thou haſt not embrac'd her yet, 

I charge thee on my Bleſſing, never hope it, 
Nor never think of lovin oh again 

Criſp. Impoſlibilities ! Were you a God, 

And doom'd me thus, I could not, Sir, obey you : 
For I have {worn to love her while I have Life; 
And if I love her, I muſt hope Enjoyment. 

Con/t. Death then and Curſes on thy Diſobedience! 
Off Villain! Traitor! grovel there on Earth. 
What, are you Plotters too? Nay, then 'tis time 
To haſte his Ruin. Ruin is thy Doom; 

And wing'd with all my Curſes it ſhall come. 
[Ex. with Dalm. and Silveſter, 

Criſp. Dalmatius and Silveſter ! Call him back, 
And Il renounce my Love: Heav'n, *tis too much 
But hark! I hear a Voice cry, Criſpus come, 

Come to the thoughtleſs Grave where all is ſtill. 

Ic ſhall be ſo: Up then, and fall a Man. 

Come forth, thou Miniſter of others Fates, 

And be thy Maſter's now! Where art thou, Fanſta? 
Where is my Love to cloſe my dying Eyes! 


Enter Annibal. 


Annib. Ha, Traitor! art thou then prepatr'd for Death 
Criſp. Yes Annibal, I will receive it calmly, 
From any Hand but thine. What have I done, 
That he ſhould call me Traitor? 
Annib. Guard thy ſelf, 
Or elſe by Heav'n thou dyꝰſt. 
Criſp. Hold. Is't poſſible? ſo quickly? 
Can the Deſire of Empire loſe a Friend? 
My Father I offended, but not thee; 
Execute then the Ruin which he dooms, 
Ungrateful Man. I will not make Defence, 
But ſpread my Arms t'embrace the Death he * 5 
Alt. 


ne. 
ib - 
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4nmib. What thou deſerv'ſt from him I neither know 
Nor care, reſolv'd upon my own Revenge; 
Nat but I think the Man who did his Friend 
Po horrible a Wrong as thou haſt done, 
fit for any Miſchief. Therefore guard: thee. 
Criſp. Never to fight with thee ; not tho” my Father: 
ould grant my Love. Therefore I ſheath my Sword. 
Amib. Traitor, Coward. 
Criſp. O Annibal, I know I am no Traitor; 
ind thou, whoſe Life I have fo oft preſerv'd, 
Lnow'ſt but too well I am no Coward. 
Amib. Draw, 
raw then, or periſh. By the Gods TII Kill thee, 
what thou wilt ; and take this to provoke thee.. 
[ Strikes him with his Sword. 
Criſp. Well, Aunibal. Tis well. Thou haſt done well. 
et thus much Villany am I content to bear; 
o longer, Oh ungrateful, for thy ſake, 
ho injur'ſt me, yet will not tell the Cauſe. 
ut for thy noble Lacher I will ſpare thee, 
are thee thus far ; ſo thou reſolve to leave me.. 
nib. Not yet? Why then another. 
Criſp. But the next ; 
mine: Humanity can bear no further, [Annib. fa/ls; 
Aunib. I have my Death: and now my Heart relents 
Crip. Cut off my Hand. 
Aunib. Criſpus, thou haſt wrong'd me. 
Cui. Speak how, and where. 


Enter Serena. 

nib. See, ſhe comes to tell thee, ; 

ena, oh Serena! L Diss 
Ci. Gone for ever! 

deren. Oh, never to return! and I, alas, 


no could not love again, the wretched Cauſe f 
Criſp. The curſed Cauſe. 


heren. Call me not curſed, Criſpus, 

io think no Bleſſing equal to thy Love. 

rip. Wert thou a Man, by Heav'n ſuch Love I bear 
unk that I ſhould ſeek thee thro the World. (thee, 
L 5. To- 
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To give thee Death 
Seren. Take then the Death you threaten, 
Prepare to ſuffer by a Virgin's Hand. 
3 Kill me, and I'Il forgive thee Aunibal's Death; 
But take this Sword, yet reeking in his Blood, 
And thruſt it thro' my Heart. 
Seren. Yet hold, Serena: 
What will become of him when thon art ſlain? 
Kill himſelf laſt, and that I would prevent. 
Criſp. Why doſt thou ſtay ? 


Enter Silveſter. 


hear 1 
Silv. Criſpus, J come to tell thee, thy F hs will nd 
Seren. Take theſe Swords, Silveſter ; bear 'em hend 

Without Reply——or Criſpus kills himſelf—— Aya, 
Silu. Criſpus Death 

I thank thee Heav'n that ſent me to preſerve him. [Ei 
Criſp. Why haſt thou thus delay'd my Ruin? 
Seren. To make thy Torments laſting; 

Live, that my Ghoſt and AnnibaPs may haunt thee: 

Yet when I come, believe, for all my Threatnings, 

My Soul ſhall ſeek thee in a gentle Form ; 

Court thee to Cells, and to the Garden Shade, 

And tell thee there, what Love with us is made; 

What Fires the Fiends for wilful Murder make; 

And what my Spirit ſuffers for thy ſake. 

But hark ! I'm call'd——behold the Dead awake. 

They waft me, Criſpus, to the ſleepy Shore, 

And I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. [ Ex. Ser 
Criſp. She's gone, and takes the means of Death 

| from me. | 

So, what's the next ? What have the Fates to add 

To my vaſt Sufferings? Lightning blaſt me, 

Mountains fall on me, gape to the Center Earth, 

To hide me from my Friend. 


Enter Dalmatius. 


Dalm. Why, my deareſt Criſpus ! but: 
In vain I urg'd thy Father, deaf to all 
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Our Prayers, remorſeleſs, rocky and unmov'd ; | 

Yet think not but I preſs'd with all my Love. 
| Criſp. Therefore in great requital for thy Love 

Look there, and let thy Blood congeal to Stone; 

Behold thy Annibal butcher'd by this Hand. 

Dalm. Cold, cold my Boy! Criſpus, have I? have 1 

But I waſte Time by tuch unmanly wailing. | 

Take to thy Sword. 
975 Thou ſeeſt I've none: but ſtrike 
Da/m. What could provoke thee to this horrid Deed ? 
Criſp. His Jealouſy, and Anger of the Heav'ns: 
[-al0us I robb'd him of Serena's Love, 
le call'd me Traitor, Coward, ſtruck me twice 
telore I drew, then ran upon my Sword. 

Dalm. Whatever happen'd—!'m a wretched Father, 
ind thou haſt robb'd me of an only Child; 
'herefore hereafter we no more are one. 
Vhere'er J go, I'll aſk before I enter, 
f Criſpus be not there? that I may ſhun thee. 
'heretore if thou haſt any Gratitude 
or thoſe kind Offices which I have done thee, 
ly theſe fad Eyes, as I will run from thine, 
0 moan my Son, and howl my Life away. [Fxir. 
Criſp. fl. ud whither thou? thou Heap of walking 
Woe ; 


hou that haſt pull'd thy Father's Curſe upon thee ? 
Id thy beſt Friend, and ruin'd all that lov'd thee— 
here will at laſt thy cruel Fortune drive thee ? 

ence tear thy Robes, and naked fly the World ; 
nmantled to the Weather, wander on 

ſome dark Wild, where Sun-beam never ſhone. [Ex:# 


SCENE II. 
Enter Conſtantine, Arius, Fauſta, Silveſter. 


Fai. Conſider, Sir, his Youth=—— 
Cn}, J have conſider'd all 
tind thy Love fo rooted in my Heart, 
ul foxego my Life, or loſe my Claim. 


Yes 
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Yet mark how deep thy Tears have wrought my Tem. 
If thou wilt ſwear to null thy Marriage with him, (pe, 
By wedding me in publick, and this Night, 

By making me thy Lord 

Fauſt. No Sir, 'tis impoſſible; yet if you'll ſwear 
To ſave your Son if I ſhould prove him guiltleſs, 

T1] tell you Wonders, Sir, which otherwiſe 
Not Racks ſhall e'er compel. 

Conſt. Forbid it, Heav'n ! I ſhould deſtroy the guiltle 
'T ho” Strangers to my Blood, much leſs my Son: 
Therefore 7 {wear by Heav'n and all the Saints, 
Prove Criſbus innocent, he ſhall not die. 

Fauſt. Be witneſſes, oh Arius and S:/yefter, 
What he has ſworn: Let Criſpus ſtrait be call'd, 
And quitted of his Crime: Run, Arivs, haſte, 
That I may fee the Royal Friendſhip made. [ Ex. Aria 

Conſt. By an entire Surrender of thy ſelf 
To me. 

Fauſt. To Criſpus. 

Conſt. By all thy former Oaths, I ſwear, to me. 

Fauſt. I told you 'twas impoſſible before, 

And now confirm it. 

Conſt. How ? 

Fauſt. I am married. 

Conſt. Curſes and Vengeance! Married! ſay to whon 

Fauſt. To Criſpus. 

Conſt. When, thou falſe one? When? and where? 

Fauſt. Here in your Palace, on that happy Night 
Before you made your dreadful Triumph. 

Conſt. Dreadful indeed; for now the Wretch ſhall di 
Tho' Angels pleaded 

Silu. Emperor, you have ſworn. 

Conſt. J know it, Sir, to ſpare the innocent Blood; 
But I will prove him now-——o— 

Fauſt. White as the Saints; 

By all the Powers of Heav'n and Earth I ſwear, 


*T'was I that puſh'd the Marriage, conſcious before ud 

What I had iworn to you; nay, caſt the Veil Cr 

Of Modeſty aſide to make him ſure ; | ear 

And after Marriage, you may gueſs the reſt, * be 
5 ont 
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Cant. Oh Curſes! Vengeance! Curſes yet unthought ! 
Such Curſes as thou wilt let fly at me, 
When thou ſhalt ſee his Head beneath the Ax, 
Eren Woman's Curſes on thee. 
Sikv., How Sir, the Ax! 


Enter Arius with Criſpus. 


Conſt, Doſt thou not find the Traitor ? 
But ſee, he comes. Oh thou Diſſembler, anſwer, 
Didſt thou not tell me, when thy Life was ſtak'd, 
This Marriage was not yet conſummate ? Speak. 
Criſp. Tis true, dread Sir. 
Conſt. Mark all, he has confeſs'd ! 
His own Mouth has condemn'd him— he ſhall die. 
Criſp. I own'd, Sir, I was marry'd but confeſs'd 
No further. 
Conſt. How, Traitor! | 
Did I not force the Queſtion often ? 
(nl. Imes * 
Which I as often wav'd with low Submiſſion —— 
Conſt. Yet thoſe thy low Submiſſions all were Lyes. 
Forwell thou know'ſt thy ſubtle-working wrought me 
To a Satisfaction that thou hadſt not poſſeſt her. 
Criſþ. That was, alas! my Crime. 
Conſt, That Crime was Treaſon ; 
Purpos'd Abuſe ; a Plot upon thy Father. 
Nay, the whole Cozenage ſhows thee rank in Sin : 
Ur Ha !—— How know I yet ſhe is enjoy'd ? 
I've but thy Word and hers, and both are Traitors, 
put ſee my Brother comes to join my Juſtice. 


Enter Dalmatius. 


Dalm. ee here? 

Conſt. Stay, my Dalmatius, ſlay. 

Dalm. Your Pardon, Sir, 

There's one among you whom I cannot ſuffer, 

ind Criſpus knows the Cauſe. [Exit Dalm. 
Criſp. Come back, and hear it then; 

ear thou unhappy Father, hear me own. 


he Murder which this curſed Hand committed, 
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That Hand that ſlew the wretched A4nnibal. 

Conft. Annibal ſlain! O Traitor! And by thee ! 

Is Murder added to thy Treaſon too ? 

Criſp. It ſhall not ſtand me, Sir, in ſtead to ſay, 
Miſtaken Aunibal forc'd me to his Ruin. ; 
For ſee I lay my Body at your Feet, 

And plead for Death, as others plead for Life. 

Conſt. Cleanthes, take him Criſpus, thou ſhalt die, 
Therefore be this our fatal laſt Fare wei 
One ſtruggle more. His Mother's in his Eyes. | 

Fauſt. And where's his Father but in all his Form? 
His every Grace ; his Smiles all but his Frowns: 


That if you kill your Son, you kill your ſelf. 
Oh therefore liſten to the Call of Nature, 
And once more view him with an Eye of Mercy. 
Conft. I have look d my laſt, and now am Judge again. 
Cleanthes, take em both. They're both your Priſoners 
Criſpus and Fauſta. Ariu. look you to 'em: 
Keep em apart; and wait me in my Cloſet 
What yet again : Tis the laſt Tug of Nature 
And yet another-— Why that Sigh uncall'd ?— 
And theſe wet Eyes? Oh-——it I longer ſtay 
My Vows of Juſtice will diſſolve away [Exit 


Manent Criſpus, Fauſta, Arius, Guard. 


Fauſt. Ruin on Ruin, let Deſtruction come, 
With all the Wings of the moſt violent Death, A; 
Yet arm'd with Innocence, Ill face the Gorgon, 

And brave his bloodieſt Terrors: But thy Death, 
My Criſpus' Death, my Spirit cannot bear ; 
Therefore I have reſolv'd ; and think not, Criſpus, ] 
Think not thy Tears ſhall move me from my Purpoſe ( 
Criſp. Speak, Fauſta, ſpeak, how came theſe Earl. 
quakes here ? 
And thoſe O'erflowings ? Why do thy Sighs redouble! 

Fauſt. Becauſe my CES Life, my all, my Criſp 
Soul of my Soul, that's martyr'd for thy Love 
I am reſolv'd, rather than ſee thy Death, 

To wed thy Father. 


Criſ 


ril 
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Criſp. Ha ! do I hear thee truly ? 
But ſpeak again, for I'll not truſt my Senſes. 
Fauſt. To wed him, Criſpus. 
Criſp. Sorrow ſure diſtracts thee 
Fauſt. No tis the effect of Reaſon 
That makes me deſperate in this laſt Reſolve 
Criſp. No more of this. Haſte, caſt the poiſon up, 
is Hell that tempts thee to eternal Ruin. 
Therefore if thou deſir'ſt my Spirit ſhou'd part 
jn Peace, and leave my Love and Bleſſing with thee ; 
Repent this laſt Reſult of thy Deſpair, | 
Leſt I conclude thee falſe | 
Fauſt. How! falſe, my Criſpus. 
Criſp. Falſe to thy Vows, unconſtant to thy Love; 
And that thy Soul, unable for a Ruin, 
Choſe rather to ſuſtain an infamous Life, 
Than die with Honour. 
Fauſt. Oh I cannot bear it! 
Criſp. Not when I beg thee with my lateſt Breath 
Fauſt. Thy Death, my Dear! And I the hated Cauſe ! 
Criſþp. Therefore I love thee :. And would die again 
For ſuch another Proof of thy Affection. 
Fauſt. As wrought thy Death. 
Criſp. Thy Purpoſe was to ſave me, 
And die thy ſelf. Therefore let's fall together 
Be not caſt down, my Fair, but raiſe thy Eyes; 
Thoſe watry ſetting Suns ſhine forth, my Fauſta, 
And make our Love look beautiful in Ruin 


Enter Soldier. 


4ri. The Emperor ſends again to have you parted, 

Fauſt, Oh Criſpus ! Whither now ? | 

Criſp. To our long Home, 

Where purer Spirits drink immortal Air, 
And thin-clad Souls in flying Chariots move, 
And give and take an everlaiting Love. 

Fauſt. Such Love, grant Heay'n, our meeting Souls 
Which no inhuman Father may divide : (betide, 
Where at firſt fight, our Minds inlarg'd may ſpread 
Thro' all the Space, and know the mighty Dead. 

Such 
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Such is my Hope: But, Criſpus, what my Fear? 

If I ſhould ſeek, but never find you there 
Criſp. One laſt Embrace! Oh Fauſta ! do not ſtain 

Our Bliſs, with Fears we ne'er ſhall meet again. 

'Thro' all the Heav'n, in all their Manſions bleſt, 

To. ev'ry Saint my Prayers ſhall be addreſt ; 

Nor ſhall the Happy taite a Moment's Reſt, 

Till ſome kind Angel guides my wand'ring Eyes, 

And ſhews me where thy charming Spirit flies. 

Then crown'd with Joys, we never knew before, 


We'll waſte the Stock of Love's immortal Store, 
And cruel Fate ſhall never part us more. [Exeunt. 


rn. SCEW-E TL 


Enter Dalmatius and Serena. 


Ma OW, Sir, you have it all, the whole 


ED ſad Story | 
Of your unhappy Son, his Love ard 
mine; 


Serena's Guilt, and Cri/ſpus Innocence. 
ſk Blood, and would revenge him, 
Here waits his Murd'reſs for the Stroke of Death. 
But hate not Criſpus, hate not the Innocent; 
Much leſs proceed to the Murder of your Friend, 
Your faultleſs, guiltleſs, too deſerving Friend; 
The gentleſt, beſt of all th' Imperial Race. 

Dalm. No more; there needs no more: My Son i: 
Eternal Peace attend him: A few fad Drops, (dead, ca, 


And now no more. Serena, I believe thee. Uri. 
My Heart avows th' Innocence of my Friend: Con 
Which I had own'd before, had not the Wounds 0u 
Of Annibal laid green upon my Soul. k ey 
But that I now forgive him, be thou witneſs, e D. 


Be witneſs Heav'n, and this laſt Reſolution. ri. 
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[ now put on to ſave my Criſpus Life, 
Or loſe my own. 
deren. O let me kneel to ſuch exalted Virtue. 
I But, Sir, be quick to ſave him, or this Goodneſs 
Will come too late. 
Dalm. Where is the Emperor? 
geren. Lock'd in his Cloſet, deaf to the Peoples Cries: 
Fly, Sir, I ſaw him _ in Fury by, 
With Arius in diſcourſe. 
Dain. ] fear that Traitor. (him ; 
deren. Your Fears, my Lord, are mine. I never lik'd 
he Picture which he gave your Son, has ſhown him: 
e has all the Marks we Virgins reckon ominous, 
pale, down Look, red Hair, and leering Eyes, 
Miſchief is in him: He's with th'Emperor now, 
erhaps ſolliciting the Fate we fear. 
met 'em, Sir, and interrupted Cz/ar ; 
Tho firſt receiv'd me kindly ; but at the Name 
Vf Cri/pus frown'd, and ſhook me from his Arm. 
Dalm. Fear not, as thou haſt counſelld, I will join 
ikveffer on the inſtant. 
geren. Force the Door, 
he refuſe to let you in, do all 
hat Pity, Love, and Friendſhip can inſpire; 
all that I would do, were I Dalmatius. [ Ex. ſeverally. 


SCENE II. A Bedebamber. 


A Bowl and a Dagger on a Table. 


Enter Conſtantine and Arius. 


Conſt, Arius ! 

Ari. Sir. 

Conſt. I am reſolv'd to be at reſt, 

ou art my Friend, Phyſician, I am fick ; 

«even to Death; Reach me that Goblet hither : 
e Dagger too. 

i. Sir. 


\ 16 


id; 


Conſt. 
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Conſt. What an eaſy matter 
It were for Man, in any Caſe, 
Tho' rack'd with th' Gout, Stone, any kind of Tortu 
With one of theſe to ſleep ? 

Ari. For ever, Sir. 


Conſt. Right, Arius. | 
Ari. Then there is Poiſon in the Bowl ? 
Conſt. There is, moſt deadly. 
Ari. May I, Sir, preſume 
To aſk for what? 
Conſt. Arius, thou art my Friend; 
J think too, thou wouldſt venture Life. Why ye! 
*Tis Poiſon, and [I'll tell thee too for what; 
To ſee how long a Dog will be a dying. 
Or ſay, what it we try'd it on a Man 
Some Enemy that Laws will not take hold of? 
Ari. Sir, I underſtand you. (m 
Conſt. Look then you do: How doſt thou under 
Ari, Why thus, you paſt your Oath, your Son ſho 
If Fauſta prov'd him innocent. ( 
Conſt. Tis true; 
And ſpite of my Revenge, my Heart muſt clear him 
Ari. Right, Sir, I find you are grip'd in Conſcien 
Now, if a Friend ſhou'd help you, ſo; or Fate, 
Not always anſwering moſt Men's Expectations, 
Should call your Son to Heav'n. 
Conſt. To Heaven, Arius ! 
Ari. To Heaven, or Hell, it matters not for that 
So he be out o'th* Way, and you not know't. 
Conſt. And I not know't ? 5 
Ari. No, Sir, nor I. What then? 
How then ! you never ſee him more. 
And fo farewel I'll take this Poiſon with me. 
Conſt. Stay, ſtay ! Come back. 
How ſtrange a Guilt is mine, who dare not ſpeak 
But indirectly, what my Soul deſires 
Directly done. Why ſhould I hide my Thoughts 
From thee ? 
Ari. Why, Sir, indeed ? 
Conſt. When no Eye ſees. 
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fri. None. 
Cont. None but the Eye of Heav'n. 
rut Walls they ſay have Ears; therefore we'll whiſper 
This horrid, barbarous, and unnatural Murder ! 
Give him his Choice. Tell him I cannot live, 
Unleſs he dies: Tell him I ſtrove to fave him, 
And Nature pleaded Wonders in his Cauſe. 
Ari. I'll ſtab him firſt, and tell him after 
Conſt. No, Poiſon's the gentler Fate. Thou art too loud-- 
0 Conſcience! how it heaves within my Boſom 
Ari. Conſcience ! the Soul's riſing of the Lights. 
| WDrink Blood —— | 
Conſt. Blood, ſay'ſt thou! what, the Blood of Cri/þus ? 
Hark! 
Who's there? Run to the Door! Say I am not well, 
ll not be ſeen to-night. 
Ai. Your Fancy, Sir. 
Conſt. I thought I heard my Mother's Voice. 
Put ſhe's long dead: Twas, as thou ſay'ſt, my Fancy, 
ly Fear, my Guilt, that haunts me: But be gone; 


o 


If he muſt fall, there is no hiding it; 
il it no longer Murder, but a Juſtice, | 
purvey him as a Thief that robb'd thy Soul 
Ut all its Wealth; 4rius——how am I now? 
Ari. All Emperor. And, Sir, I'll haſte to obey you. 
Conſt. Thou ſhalt ; but go not, Arius, till I ſend thee-- 
l Emperor and Judge. But, where's the Father? 
Vork me there, Nature, ſave him if thou canſt ; 
Remember him as once thy Boſom-Love. 
Ari. J like not this Remembrance. 
Conſt. Remember the whole Progreſs of his Life; 
bedient all, ev'n in his Infant-Vears; 
Vhen every Morn to my Bed-ſide he came, 
ind as I bleſt him, thank' d me with his Tears. 


Serena knocking without. 


deren. My Lord, the Emperor. 

Conſt. Arius, hark. Who's there ? 

lark, 'tis my Wife. Run to the Door. My Wife ! 
lic's riſen from the Dead to ſave my Son. 


Ut 


Seren. 
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Seren. I will have Audience. 
Ari. Madam, you muſt not enter. 


Conſt. Arius, let her in. 
Enter Serena. 


Seren. Cæſar, ſave thy Son; 
Save him in time, the People are in Arms. 
Dalmatius, with the Guards, is gone to quell 'em. 
Conſt. How ! Mutiny ? And in my Son's behalf? 
Is this the Courſe to fave him? Arius, hence 
And execute my Orders. 
Seren. May I think it? 
A Bowl of Poiſon, Sir! Is that your Order ? 
Conſt. There is no Myſtery now to be conceal'd= 
"Tis as you faid: And Criſpus dies this Minute. 
Arius, away. 
Seren. He ſha'not, till you hear me. 
Think, Sir, oh think ! 
Conſt. I've thought too much already: 
But with this laſt Reſolve my Heart is ſteel'd ; 
Tho' as you enter'd I was fooling Time 
With Thoughts of Mercy. 
Seren. And has this curſed Wretch prevented you? 
Conſt. Dalmatius and Silveſter will be here 
To hinder Juſtice ; break her hold. Away. 


Seren. Fall then Serena firſt, and ſtay that Fury. 
[ Stabs here 

Conſt. Arius, come back. What haſt thou done, Seren 
Seren. I've paid the Debt of Nature e' er my Time. 
Conſt. Twas a too honeſt Part. What was the Caule 
Seren. The Love of Criſpus; Love of him you hat 


But let this Victim to Deſpair ſuffice. 
Enter Dalmatius and Silveſter, 


Your Brother here! Dalmatius pardon me. 

Your Son is now reveng'd. Reſtrain the Emperor 
And look to Arius. Oh! | [She dl 
Dalm. The Joys of Heavin, _ 
And an eternal Requiem waft thy Soul. 

Conſt. Brother, how are the People? 


Dal 
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Dalm. All hufir'd again. 
ſhy will you harbour, Sir, that Snake about you, 
hat puts you on theſe fatal Reſolutions ? 
r elle could it be poſſible a Prince 
good, ſo full of every Kingly Grace, 
ald once conceive a Thought to put his Son, 
Ii; guiltleſs Son, to an untimely Death, 
tout the Inſtigation of a Devil ? 
(lv. Conſider, Caſar, you that have had the Glory 
Miracles from Heav'n to be converted: 
ſe know your Paſſion manacles your Reaſon ; 
it here are Hands to help you. 
C:ſt, Is that then the Reſult of all your Reaſon? 
0 hope for ſober Actions from a mad Man? 
Da/m. Not till the Frenzy leaves him. But we know 
vu are not ſo far gone, to loſe all Temper. 
yur Hopes and Fears, your broken Reſolutions, 
e Symptoms all of a moſt noble Nature, 
here Judgment ſeems half ſunk, but not quite drown'd, 
Conſt. Why this I can alledge as well as you; 
now the Laurels which T've worn ſo long 
t wither: If my Son ſhould find a Grave, 
y preſent Fame, and Glory too hereafter, 
all uron the Hazard. But what then? 
te the Storm before me, threatning Wrack; 
ee the Shelves, but who can point the Shore? 
vv. Caſt overboard the Caſket of your Love. 
now *tis precious; but twill fink you, Sir. 
force her, Sir; and give her to your Son. 
ant. Forego my Fauſta ! tis impoſſible. 
Va/m. Nothing's impoſſible to a Mind reſolv'd: 
t pais beyond S:/veſter's mild Remonſtrance, 
| eaſe your Love by Heath, by Fauſta's Death. 
en the is paſt recal, you'll love no more ; 
y no more. 
m/t. If that could be reſolv'd 
e Conqueſt were a great one. 
alm. Ihe more you think, the more the Thought will 
but the Difference of Counſellors; (ſtrike you. 
jat Colours good and bad can give to Reaſon. * 
a 
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Had Arius ſtay'd, by this time you had doom'd 

Your Son to Death, who now has gain'd the Conqueſ. 
Conſt. Would half were gain'd ; yet, ſince the Star 

Fl try to win in this Olympick Race: (was noble 

Tho' hilly all the way, and at the Goal 

The Summit touches Heav'n. 

Dalm. Urge the Neceſſity; ſhe or Criſpus dies: 
Th' innocent Criſpus, or the guilty Fauſta, 

That after all her Vows could thus deceive you, 
Deceive you both; who, if your Son were dead, 
No doubt, as quick would practiſe with another. 

Conſt. By Heav'n, why not? She that could ſwen 
Forſworn, may {wear and be forſworn again: (and y; 
Oh! I remember now with what a Look, 

An Angel-Look, ſhe vow'd. 

Dalm. Yet with that Look, 

This Angel, like a Devil, drew in your Son: 
Methinks the very groſſneſs of the Cheat 
Should make you loath her. : 

Conſt. Ha! 

Dalm. Deteſt and ſcorn her. 

Graf Scorn on her Scorn, and Death Diſdain ſu 
By Majeſty, by Empire, ſhe ſhall bleed, (cel 

Silv. Baniſh her, Cæſar. _ 

Dalm. No, Sir; Death, or nothing. 

Paniſh her to-day, and ſhe'll be here to-morrow : 
Down with her, down; dwell on her perjur'd Vows, 
When the {ame Breath that ſwore her yours for ever, 
Doom'd her another's. 

Conſt. Arius, bring her forth. 

She dies ! III ſweat and bleed, but I will conquer 
Call, call my Son. —Henceforth but name a Woman, 
Tis Treaſon to my Ear: Why, what a Plague 
Might ſhe have here engender'd ! forc'd a Father 
To put his guiltleſs Son to horrid Death. 

Dalm. Royally urg'd. By Heav'n 'twas ever thus 
Where Women had to do. Therefore behold her 
As a Gangrene to the State. 

Conſt. And cut her off. 
Dalm. The Bane of Empire 


Cy 
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(if. And the Rot of Power! 

« there I'll ſtay and fix my Imagination, 

n all their Miſchiefs, Murders, Maſſacres, 

Wind Seas of Blood they have ſpilt in former Ages. 
oman, no more. And when my Heart is going, 

und but that Name, the pow'rful Spell ſhall bind 

ond Circean and Egyptian Charms: 0 


will raiſe the loweſt Devils up in ſwarms, 

minge the Globe, and put the World in Arms. 
oman, that dooms us all to one ſure Grave, 

ad faſter damns than Providence can fave. [Exeunt 


Enter Conſtantine and Fauſta. 
Conſt. Fauſta, thou art falſe, forſworn. 
Fauſt. I ſay ſo too. 
ont. Therefore ſhalt die. 
fayſ?. T have no other Wiſh, 
Con. What, not to live, 
[ ſhould pardon thee ? 
Fauſt. That were Life indeed; 
gain your Pardon, and to live for Criſpus. 
(ft. No, Wretch ! remember as you ſwore to me, 
ow return; it is impoſſible. 
t thou ſhalt die for Criſpus. 
auf, And not with him, Sir? 
Crt, No; I've decreed 
at thou ſhalt die to ſave him. 
aut, But have you, Sir, decreed to love him too 
Fauſta's Death? 
ft, I have. 
Fauſt, Oh! then the Gods 
re heard my Pray'r, which, next to living for him, 
s, {till to die to fave him. 
grant me, Sir, in Death one laſt Farewel. 
x//, No; thou haſt look'd thy laſt. 
4. Vet you may let em bear me by his Window 
be poſſible to ſnatch a Glance, 
L not delay my Execution, Sir. : 
»/t. She weeps; and there is Magick in her Tears. 
al weep too. Bring forth the Poiſon. — 


* » 
= 


an, 


Cs 


And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall ſee her die: 


The yerning of a Father comes upon me, 
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She ſhall not ſtay the making of a Bath. 
What, Arius/! 

Ari. Sir. | 

Conſt. Give her the Poiſon. Haſte, and ſee her dell 

Fauft. Stay, Sir, come back. I have no Load upd 
But what you all may know ; give me the Bowl, (nie 
Fll drink it for my Love. Alas, my Lord, 
Methinks one laſt Farewel had not been much ; 
But ſince you judge it, Sir, unfit PII die, 
Without complaining. Therefore tell my Lov 
That my laſt Pray'r was for his Life and yours. 

Conft. Hold, Fauſta: Arius, take the Poiſon from he 


Call Criſpus hither: Since her Fate's decreed, 
*Twere juſt he ſhou'd be harden'd with the View. 
She weeps again, and with the Trick unmans me; 
Spite of my Vows, ſhe works my Lion Heart, 
And melts me into Love. How fares my Fauſta? 
Fauſt. Sir. 
Conſt. Thy Hand, before we part for ever, Fauſt 
I am lot——[Þ'm vanquiſt'd ; with a Touch o'ercome 
Dalm. Wake, Sir. Where are you? 
Conſt. Ha! 
Dalm. Silweſter's here: 
And Criſpus waits. 
Conſt. Why chen ſhe dies again. 
Haſte, bring him in, bring him to my relief. 


And my Soul longs to meet him. Fauſta, turn, 
Turn thy bright Eyes on Death; and carry Fires 
To ſcorch new Worlds, but warm the old no more: 
For here's the Riſing Sun, to eclipſe thy Beams. 


Enter Criſpus 21th Silveſter. 


O Criſpus! Who that has beheld our Diſtance, fave 
That infinite Space that Paſſion caſt betwixt us, 
Would e'er have thought we thus ſhould meet again 
Criſp. What can be added, Heav'n, to ſuch a Kind 
Conſt. What, Criſpus? What indeed to make it laſt 
$:e'it thou that Fair-one ? 
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Criſp. Sir, you give me Hopes; tho daſh'd with Fears. 
Fut hold, perhaps I have to Death offended, 
tor ſinning but in wiſh: A dawning Joy 
Shines in her Eyes, and revels in her Smiles, 
Which ſeem, to tell me, we ſhall both be happy. 
Corft. Wouldſt thou be happy in thy Father's Love? 
Crißß. Judge me, you Powers, if that be not my 
he utmoſt Reach of my extended Soul, (Thought, 
hich knows no other Wiſh, but Fauſta's Love 
Conſt. And that's the Love, which you, by my Ex- 
ſuſt learn to hate. (ample, 
* To hate, Sir! What? 
Conft. Hate thy Love: | 
5 what's all one, to bear the Effect of Hate, 
er Execution here before thy Eyes. 
Criſp. My Fauſta's Death ? 


CEN.E. draws. Arius, Labienus, Eubulus, vis 
a Bath. 


Crt. Behold the poiſon'd Bath. 

i. For me I am ready, Sir. Haſte, launch 
my Veins: 

u that are deſtin'd here for my Deſtruction, 

robe me——haſte — 

2m. None touch him, on your Lives. 

ty may as ſafely launch their Emperor, 

wound his Son. But Fauſta mult prepare, 

re is no other way to reconcile us. | 

ip. Then hold me, Sir, at everlaſting Diſtance 

me again for ever from your Sight; | 

th me; curſe me, as you did before ͥ 

make not Fau/ta's Death the curſed Cauſe, 

ave this Villain's Life, this Hangman Traitor, 

, Coward that can live and hear her threaten'd!(ther,.- 

ut. My Love, my Lord, blame not thy noble Fa- 

curſe thy ſelf, for this was all my ſeeking.— 

%. Thy ſeeking? Ha! and ſeek'ſt thou my Em- 

the baſe Diſhonour thou haſt done me? (bracas 

e from my Ar | 

n „ «Fauſt, 


% 
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Fauſt. T will not, I will hold thee 
To my laſt Gaſp, and graſp thee after Death. 
Why, puſh me yet again: Nay, ſtrike me, Criſpus, 
I will not leave thy Boſom. | 

Crifp. See, he's going 
By my bleſt Mother's Soul, let me come at him 

Conft. Arias, fee it done. 
All Prayers are vain ; ſome of you break his hold. 

Criſp. Dalmatius and Silveſter will not ſure, 
And for the reft, let me but ſee who dares. 

Conſt. Their Emperor commands'em——help to fo 
I charge thee, Criſpus, leave me, (hi 
And dare not by this Wilfulneſs provoke me. 

Crifþ. I have no Wilfulneſs, but theſe ſtubborn Te: 
Hear my laſt Sighs, for Groans quite choak my Wo 
My Fauſta's Life; or break my Heart before you, 

Fauft. Sir, do not hear him, ſnatch your ſelf a 
And leave us here——T'l huſh him, e'er I die; 
And ſend him weeping to you for his Pardon. 

Conſt. He ſees tis vain; and has let go his hold. 
Withdraw——yet, Brother, we'll obſerve unſeer 
{ do not like this ſudden Sullenneſs 
Fauſta farewell. Arias diſpatch. No more. [Ex 


Criſpus, Arius, Fauſta, Executioners. 


Fauft. Now, Criſpas, now my Dear, wilt thou fo 
This glorious Conqueſt of triumphing Love? 
Criſp. No, by my Soul, and by my hopes of He 
Not at thy parting Groan, will I forgive thee ; 
But rather curſe the Hour when firſt J ſaw thee: 
Curſe our firſt Kiſſes, Marriage and Embraces, 
Unleſs thou join me ha come forwar 
With Arizs, join me, to provide ſome means, 
That I may bear thee company in Death. An 
If this thou doſt deny me, by the Saints, if A 
By all our Loves—1 ſwear thou never lov'dft 7 
Ari. By Heav'n, my Lord, I pity you; and 0 
Fauſt. If, Arius! What? thou wilt not join his the 
neſs ? le T'r 


8 Arius: By our Friendſhip=—l qq Urn 


1 
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For I have ſworn I will not eat nor drinks. 
Tho” I: ſurvive this Hou. 
Ari. J have the Means. 
Criſp. A Dagger. Bleſſings on thee—give't me, I 
Fauſt. Arius, thou art a Villain! (ſay— 
Criſp. Il tell my Father, that I foro d it from thee. 
Fauſt. Keep, keep it from him, or [I'll tell the Em- 
Twas you that firſt betray'd. him to my Love, (peror, 
And marry'd us. 
Ari. Hold, Madam! let me beg you 
Criſb. Now Love, I am for thee. 
Fauſt. No! I'll call the Emperor. 
0h that damn'd Villain, Traitor, Devil, 4rizs. 
elp there without. Criſþus is murdered. Hely 
Ari. Nay, them tis time to fly 


Conſtantine meets him with the reſt. 


Conft. Yes Fiend, to Hell, 

Where thou ſhalt make thy damn'd Account. In 

iſt the unblooded Villain in the Bath, (with him,. 

hich he prepared for others: Throw him in. 

Ari. Hold Sir, the Bath's not poiſon'd. 

Conſt, How ! 

Ari. Compaſſion for your Empreſs, 

ade me contrive this only way to ſave her. 

Conſt. Thou haſt done well. Vet in with him, to try. 

Ari. Hold Sir! and I'll confeſs, it is, it is, 

lis poiſon'd Pardon. 

Conſt. Down with him, keep him down 

il ie be dead. Then give him to his Slaves. 
De Bath finds with him. 

C. Why & why doſt thou eye me thus 

th inatch'd Regards? Why doſt thou eye thy Father? 

w looking on thy Dagger, now on Fauſta 

if *twere poſſible to deny her ſtill? 

10; C. Deny her? Why, Sir? mean you then to give 

nd Ct. Or let me ſtand a Curſe to After-Ages. (her? 

\ his the Hand of Heav'n, not mine, that gives her; 

ie Treaſons of the perjur'd Arius 


urn my Soul, and quite reduce my Reaſon 
I * 2 9 M 2 * , That 
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That I will give her thee without a Pang. 
Take her, my Son,-and.wath her all the Bleflings, 
And all the Love, my loaded Boſom bears; 
The Dews of Heav'n, and theſe thy Fathers Tears, 
Criſp. Oh Joys! 
 Fanft. Oh Heav'n! 
Criſp. Fauſta ! 
Fauſt. Crifpus ! 'Cefar !* 
' Criſp. Father! 
But let us proſtrate as a God, approach hir 
Thou glorious Image of the Deity ! 
What ſhall we anſwer? | 
Conſt. Criſpus ! Fauſa Nothing; 
Nothing but riſe, and take me in your Arms. 
Thus breeding oer you with a fruitful Joy, 
I propheſy, by my Example led, 
Such Love and Peace thro' all the World ſhall ſpread, 
And Roman Arts that Britiſb Iſle adorn, | 
Where Helena deceas'd, and I was born: 
While Cri/pxs thus to _—_— Love I give, 
And both for ever in my Boſom live, [Ex. On 


”. 


